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To my Worthy Friend 
SAMUEL ADAMS 


OF 


W OLVERTON Gent. 


Can't tell why an Old Friend and Kinſman, ſhou'd 
not give a Man as good a Title to a Dedication, as 
a fine Coat, and a great Perriwig ; Two Qualities, that 
of late, are thought as ſtrictly Requiſite in a Faſhion- 
able Patron, as a Clap, and a Duel, ro the compleating 
a Gentleman. 

And indeed, it's no wonder that our late Plays are fo 
Barren, ſince we generally fee our Authors reſerye their 
Gall and Satyr, for their Dedications, where they ſeem 


to ſmile in the Patrons Face ; and are civilly calling him 


Coxcomb, by a long Repetition of thoſe Virtues, which 


Half the Town is: heartily convinc'd, he is not the leaſt 


Tainted with : And thus, ( as Apelles diſpleas'd with his 
Painting an Horſes Foam, gave it the moſt height- 
ning Touch, by throwing his Penfil at it in a Fury ) 


theſe Gentlemen that are fo yery tame, and civil in their 


Satyr , are moſt Satyrical in their Panegyricks , and 


neyer ſo compleatly ſhow a Fop, as when they are 


hardeſt at, work upon the fine Gentleman. 

Now, my end in fending you this Flay witch your 
Name to't, was. purely to let pou fee, that I till 
take a Pleaſure in thinking of you, though ar this 
Diſtance ; and (if you find it worth a Room in 

your 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
our Cloſet.) -that-.ic might now and then ; | 
-_ in Mind of | the Author : Belides , I co 
you many Thanks for your Care of my Brother , 
and wiſh I had a more effectual way of returning 
them.; in the mean time, be pleasd to 'take ths 
Preſent in part of Payment z though I am apt to be- 
lieve, ſhou'd I be eyer Paying, I ſhall neyer be out 
of your Debt ; for eyen your protection of this Trifle 
is running on freſh Score: For , whatever Fortune 
Xerxes may have found in-Town, I knew your. Name 
wou'd be the ſureſt means to give him a- Fayourable 
Reception in the Countryz and though the Ladies 
thereabouts ſhou'd think it but a dull Afternoons En- 


_ -  rertainment in at Self; yet, if 20 happen to be by 


at the Reading, it will at leaſt be diverting in the 
Conſequence : For even Poetry canit make you 1Il 
Company : They'll wagt no Muſick between the Acts, 
haying the Relief of yaur Converſation; and they 
muſt certainly be decply in Love with. ſomething out 
of their reach, if that cant put 'em in Tune : For 
what Company, though never ſo dulld, does not 
feel a new Life when you come into it, or is not 
Dead when you leave ic ? What Child, what Man, 
or ( what's no little Wonder) what Woman 1s not 
pleas d with you, which they are ſeldom: known to be 
with any Man, that has ſo long forborn to Comple- 
ment ſome one of their Sex with his Freedom ? Yet 
ſo far you do Complement 'em too; Your not Mar- 
rying, is more than a Probability, that you will never 
meet with an Occaſion to have an Hearty Quarrel with 
any of them. Thus, with a little Expence of your 
Good Humour, you Purchaſe 'the Favour of that Sex, 
at the ſame time giving them Security, thar you oo 
V/1 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. | 
will be their Enemy, by Loving any one of them too 
well; if every ones Love be any ſtep to Happineſs, 
there wants but the 'tother Half of the Worlds knows- 
ing you, to make 70 the Happieſt Man in it: While 

ou are Maſter of ſuch an Ealte Fortune, no Wiſe-Man . 
= muſt approve your Choicc : You have Preſeryd 
your Liberty, and- Taſted- it ; 'and how good a-Friend- 
ſoever you are to the Bottle, yet your worſt of Ene- 
mies can't but {till own. that. your a: Batchelor, and no 
Poet : You never yet were ſo far overtaken, that you 
either Married, or Writ Verſes ; which that you ne- 
yer may, ( without any Complement to-the Ladies) is 
( while Yours) the Real With, of 


SIR, 
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Tour Oblig'd Friend 


and Kinſman, 


GC. CiBBER; 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. Batterton. 


Ong have we. ſtrove, with Paſſion and Grimace, 
| To fhaw you Vice and Vertue's diff ring Face : 
Vertue's Reward has wod'd you to its Charms ; 
And Vice expos'd, ſhoud laugh you from its Arms. 
Vertue we vainly offer to your Taſte ; | 
Tir d with Inſtruttion, and Agog for Jeſt, 
7* abbor.the wholeſome Plainneſs of the Feaſt. 
. In vain on Pois nous Vice wou'd Satyr trample ; 
For what you ſhou'd contemn, is your Example : 
Ta vain we wear the Buskin, or the Sandal ; 
"Tour judzing falſe makes our Inſtruftion Scandal. * 
The Wiſe provoRd to wrong her Husband's Bed, 
Was meant his Cure, by puniſhing his Head : 
But you from hence, not kind, but jealous grow ; 
Think all Wives falſe, when Uſage makes 'em 6 : 
Reform the Brute, you keep the Woman true. | 
The Pewder d Fop, for Drawling Speech, and Dreſs, Y 
Expes'd, (ſhall laugh : But then ſo likes his Face, 
He dreſſes in the Staze's Looking-Glafs. 
The dighrhept Miſs, when ſhewn the Fate of Filting, 
Smiles ! Gets a new Spark---- ſets Fools a Tilting. 
A ſecond:Time ſhe's warn'd, and fo improves, 
Till in due Time about 'the Pit ſhe roves, : 
| ReduCdto:Doily's Stuff, no Stays, and dirty Gloves. 
"Thus ev ſage Collier too might be accus td, 
| It what Was writ's through Ignorance abus'd. 
Girls may rbad him, not for the Truth he ſays, 
| But to be pointed to the Bawdy Plays : 
| Far be't to think ſuch his Intention was, 
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Thus 


A 
_ 


Inflame Diſeaſes, which it meant to heal : 
Now, _ though Men die, Phyfick has Vertue ſtil. 
IWou'd you but come with Minds attentive bent 
To laugh at Follies, Vices to _ ; 
Warn'd by the Dangers painted, wou'd you learn 
To ſhun abroad what's here the Wiſe Man's Scorn ; 
Caim would be then the Zealot's bafty Rage ; 
And good Men, Fearleſs, might (upport the Stage : 
Then, as at Athens, to learn Vertue's Rules, 
Crowds might we hope for from deſerted Schools, 
To ſee our Labours, by juſt Laws allow'd; 
And Publick Treaſures pay for Publick Good : 
Like them encourag'd, we like them might write ; 
Athenian Hearers rais'd Athenian W/7z. . 
In favour then of us, begin to day 
To make. a juſt Conſtruftion of a Play : 
So ſhall the impibus Xerxes Terrour move 
The chafte Tamira's Tears from Ruin'd Love. 
Fs firſt Attempt for Vertue you approv'd ; 
n__ But now, fair Nymphs, by nobler Paſſion mov'd, 

"4 Our Author has to your juſt Praiſe defign'd 

A brighter Image of your Sexes Mind. , 


Thus ev'n ſound Phyfick, if wrong taken, ſhall | : 
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The EPILOGUE. 


O Friends, or Foes, whatever Fortune ſends Vim, 
Gallants, our Author thus, in ſhort, commend's him.. . 
If from hw preſent Dulneſs, Sirs, you fear 

The Danger of hu Writing once a Tear, 

To cure Tis uture Itch of Writing 10, 

Now Headlong throw him to the Muſes Hell. 

Bur if from whar you*we feen,” your Thonghrs "incline; ——-— 
That any Sparks of Heat or Genius ſhine, 

Let looſe your Favours, wave Poetick Laws ; 

And to your Wiſhes, ſwell him with Applauſe. 


XUM 


The Perſons. 


Rerxes, King of Perfaa. Mr. Ferbruggen. 
p-aremm my His Generak. Mr. Hoagson. 
Attabanus, —_— Mr. Betterton 
Aranthes, A Commander.  -Mr. Scudamore, 


Memnon, ArtabanussLieutenant. Mr. Freeman, 
Cleontes, The King's Creature. Mr. Thurmond, 
Poet. AnImpudent Fellow. Mr. Born. 
Tamira, Wife to Artabanus. Mrs. Barry. 


Maskers, Magr, Soldiers, &c. 


The Scene PERSIA. 
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Enter Mardonius axzd- Aranthes. 


AVE Patience, "brave Mardonins. 
Patience ! 'Tis the Coward's Virtue. 
I'm a Soldier brought up tn Arms; +, © 
And when the noble End of Life is gone - 
My Country's Honour loſt ; my King with ſhame repuls'd ; 
Our Foes inſulting ; we. ſtill hopeleſs of, Reyenge ;_ '* | 
Where is there, room for Parience'? ” 
Aran: 1 ama” Soldier, Sir” oo oO 
Mer. Then talk like on&?*. {#310 0 24h cl 24 5 
Aran, I wou'd not talk; the Tongue's a Woman's weapon 5 --+ 
While there's a Greek on Earth, my Arm ſhall peak my Thoughts. 
Mar. Why didſt thou mention Patience then? " "38 
Aran. Becauſe I knew "twoud Anger you. | 
I but oppos'd you, like a rapid* Stream; 5 
To make you Foam. and Rowl with double -force. 
Mar, Or'e whom 2? "SIO TINS 1-271 
Aran. Th Athenians! Think on Salamis ; 
In that deep Sea, the Perfian Honour ſunk.” + 
"Twas there our dazling Sun, Great Xerxes Glory, ſet for ever. 
Mar. Confuſion ! - F #24 
Aran. Does then the: Name of Salamis offend' you ? 
Mar. Furies and Heltf' Cant thou be pleas'd to hear it ? 
Aran. I am—— To hear it does*offend-you. 
And now Fve rais'd you to'my End propos'd, :- - 
Iv'e that ſhall keep your brave Reſentment” warm. 
Read there the Liſt of our ſurviving-Froops, '- - [ Giving a Sex le. 
Which I with utmoſt care have join'd ; * # 
If yer you think it not- ro lare to Head 'em, 
To Morrow's Sun fhall fee a General Muſter, 
Where every Face will ſpeak an Heart reſolv'd : 
"Tis true, they're ſcarce an Handful -/ | 


Ar an. 
Mar. 
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A brave Revenge, Revenge for 
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To the Numbers we fet out with ; yet ſtill - 
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Is ſuch an animating Cauſe, 
As muſt inſpire our Arms with double Fury. 


r. Ay; mw the Sokficytpecaks ! This Falk becomes thee ; -— + 
ce of Fate Mforms me | nl \.- 
« DALY ;/rocles Yearly buy&” _Z I © ” & A 


nks the | 
proud\ 
His boaſted Spoils of Perſia. 
My Heart's on fire at the reviving Thought, 
And bounds to be in Aion, 
No more remains, but that we ſeek the Drooping King, 
And Ferm him for the vaſt Exploit. 
Aran. Brave Attebanus-is 16 arch of bim4- 7 
"Tis ſaid, on Information, that the Enemy " 
Had a Deſign to hinder his Retreat; .. 
He Poſted privately to th' Helleſpoxr, 
But cr'e he cou'd arrive a furious Storm 
Had quite diſpers'd his Bridge of ſhips, | 
And that way ſtopt his Pallage; _. _ Page Fiexe-1ory 
How he Eſcap'd, I hear not. ,* , ©: Wt 7 
See, Sir, Artabanus Comes; , 
We probably may learn of him. 
Enter Artabanus Dejeted. 
My Lord ! You're Wellcome ! Doubly Wellcome ; now, but fay; 
How have the Gods diſpos'd our Maſter Xerxes ? | 
Mar. If thou canſt utter ought, ..... + - 
That may advance our cager Hopes, be bold, 
And let thy Words come forth, as if the Fate 
Of Greece were lodg'd upon thy -Tongue ; 
For know Mardonius ſtands with you reſolv'd | 
On brave Revenge, or Death. . by 7 - 
Art. Then Wellcome Death, for brave Revenge is loſt... 
Mar. What ! while our Lives are Ours? 
Art. Nothing is ours : Xerxes is.no more Hunſelf, 
Mar. I grant Thermopyle and Salamis 
Have Alter'd him 
Bur yet he lives, and while he hves there's hope. 
Art. Far lets, than ev'n his Death cou'd give us: 
'Tis true his Body crawls, and drags 
\A Frantick Being, his Soul is drown'd in lethe. 
Inſenſible, and deaf to. Glory, - or Diſhonour, 
O! were it-pothble my Silence cou'd 
Conceal his ſhame; By Heav'n ' 
This loyal Hand ſhou'd top my Tongue for ever. 
Mar. Amazement ſeizes me, relate the Scene, 
For my 1mpatient Soul's all Ear to know 
The Worſt, that Fate can Threaten. 
. "Art, Echold him then, this fatal Monarch NXerxes, 


(3-2 
Late Univerſal Maſter of the Earth-and Seas: 
Firſt of ſo Formidable, fo veſt ;anAgmy; !'; '- 
That as they mov'd, whole Rivers till were deat a. 
To quench 'em on "their thirſty March, - 
Th' or'e-bunden'd Earth grew . weary of. her Load, |. _... 
And when they clos'd their Squadrons groan '@ to bear am. 

Mar. By Arms a glorious Hoſt, od mane wanting nothing: bat an Head: 

Art. And that, Alas! grown weak the noble)Body IS: 2 | | 
Ev'n by an handful at the Fam'd Thermogyie, © - 10 12/1 A 
( Fam'd indeed to Grecian Glory) 'twas mangied All, . | | c 
Moſt ſhamefully ſubdu'd, and loft. *: | 

Mar. Nothing, but a Xerxes, con'd ha loſt” em. 

Art. Behold him yet a ſecond time;'! -{; // I 
The Maſter of his Fare : A Fleer fo numerous, -- ale 377; book 5 
Their vaſt Proviſion Ieft a raging Famine-on +! 1. -- } 721 
The Neighbouring Coaſts: The ſpacious Earth," - / 

Was ſtript of Men, 'and Women till'd the Ground, 

Ev'n the wide Element of Air cou'd ſcarce 

Aﬀord 'em Breath to fill their _—— Galle: 

By Arms a glarious. Bady too; ; 

To Mortal Thought : But [on Prack,vr Heavin' | 

Foreſccing, while it thus beftrid the Scas, 

It muſt in Time have led the Earth in Chains, 

Decreed it Xerxes for the fatal Head, 

And that way Totter'd it to Ruin : 

And now behold the n—_ Change of Greatneſs ! | 
By Heav*n, it ſtrikes tmp co think | J 
This awful Man, that Muſter'd half the World 

In Arms, at Salamis ſhou'd be Reduc'd 

So low, that evin'a common Fiſher-Boat 

Without one Slave, to wait his Nod !was AN 

He cou'd Command, to fave his Perſogyin'a ſhameful Flight. 

Mar. Wer't not for ſhame, my Eyes wou'd melt co hear 
The moving Tale : Bur Tears are too Effeminarte, No's ! 

Let Girls, and Lovers weep ! A Soldier thov'd 
'Reſcnt his Fate : Why doeſt thon fold thy Arms, 
And ſighing ſhake thy Head ?: Is there. 76 pane 
te; Ro oy of tum, ff | 
For 's the ain, t a.S0 

Art. There is ( alas! )and haze one ro0 | { His Vain 
His Proud, ( and what the Hiſtory of Man - 

Cou'd never Parallel ) his Monſtrous Reſolution 
After Flight : He fays he made th" Arbenians Fly; 
He loft no Battle ! Greece ſtill Tretnbles at his Iſis, 
In Arms more Fam'd thatreverx, :- 

And that the Envious World thould know, 

And when amaz'd I urg'd the contrary, 

He turn'd away, and talk'd to On 


ep ren nl rn CO T——_ = 


| He has reſ{olv'd ro enter Pe#, *1%5 


| The Haughty Pride, and Staterof an Inſach | 


(4) 
Who as 1 ſpoke, till ſuoth'd his-lethargy 7 10 2:60 1al20veg'] 216. 
To ſumm the Tale, in ſpight of all Oppoling cinſe, BIT ON 30 MTA | 


In a ſplzndid Triumph, 1 2 Ol move. '/! 
Amidit his ſhameful Pageantry, -in all 


Conqueror 5: Poor Slaves, and' ring are Hir d;: 
To Perfonare the ory pr —ten wei at th 
- Real Vifory ; ; vaſt Emp ts! 


_ppes 'd of Treaſure be: 
HC aſtlcd Elephants, Rich | Gilded Trophics; 


Rope Enccay," 


| Spoils, and Armour, Trumpets, and —_ as. his way, 


The People ſtare upon the Gawdy ſhow; TAOKS  . 
And Rend the Skies with Ecchaed Wellcomes: T $ SLUR ESSINTUT: 
While he in ſolemn Pace ſtalks.Proudly. on, 30 Wat Net * 
And ev'n out {wells the Heroof. a Thearre. | 
Aran, O Vile Diſgrace of Arms! A pare ++ Hell! 
Mar. Impollible ! 
Art. Thenir can't be true : Would ir-were notÞ! © 
Mar. Gods! —No more ! Illhaft, ard ap rhe Vie Proceion, 
Charge his Folly home ; my Honeſt! Tongue, 3 1 
Ev'n from this Precipice of Towring Pride + 
Shall break his Fall, and catch him back to Glow. 
Art. Yet ſtay, my Lord, this Raſhneſs may be Faral; 
'Tis Madneſs to oppoſe the Mad, (Forfo . | 
Ir.dzed you'll find him) Jer his Fir of his 
Wild Frenzy paſs ; (I'm fure *r muſt-have an Lal) 
Ler's take him in his cooler Thoughts; 


To Morrow were a fitter time. 2 OO, 3) LHOD0 TURIRG I 
Mar. You have Inftru&ed me : 'Tis well! To Morrow then: 


Aran, What if we mi = with the Crowd aware pals dy 
Art. I thmk 'twerew ve his EI 
That we know: t6 chide: Hino: ME WA 
Mar. Do you yout Plcafure :* 
For me, I dare not truſt my 'T 


| Exiturus ; 


I know 'twou'd burſt, and'rain a : Parewel. eng wo 
Art. Hark, the Trumpetsf| near at;hiand'z; - e\ 
And ſee the Pageantry appears! *-: 1 They fund a part. {Þ « 


Enter Cleontes, . and a Poet erhpiriig the way," land terdrin te 
| 'Chorus*for tbe, Triumpha! Song... 
Aran, What are theſe 2. '-; 2.4 
Art. The ſame l told you! were {o'butic with. the King: i 6-11 A 
While Icxclaim'd agaia&- this Mad Solemnity : 44 11: + 
That cringing Spark, now the mo War is done,” + | | 
Has purchas'd a Commiſſion in the nding Guard ; 


The other is a Mungril Poer, 
Thar: never writ a Verſe he did not like | N 
or 


XUM 
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Nor er'e lik'd anymore; than thoſe the World had danin'd:; «© 

The Vulgar with his Madrigals are" *catight by th Ears, * '- 

Exceſſive Impudence thrufts Kim into'the Court : 

And there they laugh to hear him praiſe himſelf. " 
Aran. Him 1 gueſs to bethe Orderer of this Days Foolery ; 

What a Chorus too: We ſhall. be entertain'd anon ! | 
| Art. Peace, lets obſerve em, [ They ftand apart. ] 
Cleo, O Glorious Day, were ever ſcen ſuch Crouds 

Of pleas'd __—_ k' | 
Poer. Ah: Happy People! Happy Xerxes 

Now we ſhall turn the Glaſs of Time, =Y 

And make it run the Golden Age again. 
Cleo. Now Merit will have teave to' ſhow her Head; 

All Arts and Induſtry, the Heav'n-born Gife 

Of Poetry ſhall Flouriſh,' 

And dos of Wit, like you, ſhall be rented: 

Believe me, Sir, You Grace the Lawrel, 

Great Xerxes did it Honour, when he plac” dir there. 

Poet. Ithink ſo. 
Cleo, You'll be the Envy of Parinaſſus, 
Paet, - I always was, Sir :. For d'ye obferve me, 

While other Fools were 'dru ugg, re acquire 

A Name by the Pathetick, the Dull ſublime : 

I unthought of, or'e a Bottle, would now and then 

Surprize them with my Madrigals, my Songs, 

My Whimms, and Knick- Knacks als! wh 

Carry'd the Vogue of Town and Cour before me ; DES 4 2111 

Whipt off the Lawrel from Diſpairing Brows, 7 

And by the Hand of Merit fix'd it oh my own: 

Cleo, Were it not time the Pear ſhould be Sy? 

Wee're juſt upon the Palace. 

Poer. Yes, Sir, it ſhall be ſung, and Gloriouſly, 

When I give the Word : I love to have 'eny ©! 

Wait a little, it makes 'em take 

The more notice of me—Now ſound, ye Slaves! F 

That all the World may Hear—my Words. 

Cleo. Prepare, the King approaches. 


The Chorus being hang 4 on each "fide the Stage, Enter Cay ol 
Loye, Peace and Plenty. 
After a Martial Symphony, Loyalry Sings. 
Loyalty.. n | = 
Repare,. bleſt Sons of Art, prepare | | +937 3;86T 
To Raije the Thundring Voice of War : 1 et: A 
Sing ! ſong ! and ſound the Hero's Fame, 

Let Warlike Notes, his Warlike Degas FINS 

Chorus, Sing, ſing, &C. ; | 
Loy. 


LIPS... 57-8 A he Js ES nog 
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| _,|IbJ 
'Loy. Now ceaſe the Naife, and while we moet him, 
, Let Love ard ſofter Faris Soſte to grew: bin. rs 


dvances. 
Love. Welcome Hero from the Toils of War ! 
Welcome !- as Refs to Pains and Cave : 
Welcome ! as kind returning Day, 
To Sogls that dore the Night away ! 
| Welcowne |:95 Hogs 16 Tayoy Io Difdeir. = 
Chorus. FWelcome Hero from the Toils 13gP 
Peace and Plenty comes' Lo 
Peacecc? See! ſee ! what ſofter Bleſſings wait 
Plenty. 5 The Happy Triumph of the Great ; 
Peace on; Plewty.;fly Perera him ;, - 
Peace and Plenty make Mankind adexg bim. $ 
Peace and Plenty Tune bis Soul to Love; {+ 
And give below, a Taft of Toys above. 
Grand Chorus. 
Give him on Earth ye Pow'rs, long Love age Peace, 
And after Death Immortal Bliſs. 
The Song ended. | 
Enter Frumpets ſounding, a Train of Captive Kings and Princes, Wa : 
men and Children, ſeveral Nobles bearing Palms, Solaters with Spoils 
and Trophies : Then Xerxes Advances from the A EIY, ent of the 
Stage. 
Xer. Thus in deſpight of their reſiſting Fatc, 


"The unwilling Boles ofe buhte Rivals 


In my Riſing Glory, are forc'd 

With ſullen Envy to behold my Triumphs ; 

Look from your Chriſtial Barr [ look down. 
Ye Pow'rs amaz'd, to view a Soul unſhaken 


" By theſe baffled Storms of Chance | A Soul ! 


That dares reſolve to bear your utmoſt wrongs, 

And grapple with oppos'd Omniporence. 
Cleo. Thou Deity Ador'd! Immortal Xerxes Hail ! { Kneeling. 

To Thee are held the lifted Hands of Perſia : 

When War or Tumult wou'd moleſt her Quict ; 

To Thee ſhe bends her Knce,, in humble Gratitude 

For Foes fabdu'd : 

Let every Head bow down, and kifsthe Earth 

Thar bears him 40 our view; Soldiers and Children 

Virgins and Lovers! All without diſtin&tion kneel 

Yet lower, proſtrate as the Vail of 

That wraps the Globe in Darkneſs: Down | Bow down, . *_._ 

And kifs the Earth with Adoration. » ' 
All fel upon their Faces, way Mardonius a»d Aranthes, wh fend unſeen. 
_ ore. ame to Glory e San appears 
fron. "Incredible Stupidity * + Aftde. 3 \-Qr*ecaft.. bere. 


Xerxes. 
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'* Xer. Now by my yet untaſted Joys of Power, 

This looks a God——1t 1s! - 

For ſce ! The dazled Sun contrafts _ 

His Golden Beams, he hides his Face and Bluſhes 
To behold a Rival Power above him. 
\ Art. Gods! How his drunken Fancy ſwells him, [ 4fiae.. 
| Xer, Ha! What means this ſadden Face of Death 2: - 
| How fell theſc heaps of proſtrate Bodies ? 1h 

O Spleenful Fate! They'r dead ! Malicious Planet !. 

AmJlI ttt alone to Rule, the Monarch 

Of an Un-peopled World ?—"Tis well ye Pow'rs, 

Your dire Decrees ſhall be obey'd! Up! Upl 

From your ſleepy Graves | Riſe all !. Revive and take 

New Life, from Power to give it. / 

Aran. Amazing Frenzy ! [ 4/ide. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. Dread Sir, the Reverend Aagi are at hand, 
And come with Pious Joy, to Gratulate your Triumphs:- 
- Xer. Let 'em come on, and we approve their Zeal... 
Enter the Magi. 
1. Mag. Long live Victorious Xerxes ! 
Thou Dread Commillioner of Fate, in whom | 
Th' Allknowing Gods repoſe, the Care and Buſineſs . 
Of the World below : From thee,, Mankind receives. 
Its Hong ſo faſt, our Prayers to Heav'n-. 
Are ſtill but Thanks, for Benefits enjoy'd. | 
2. Mag. Thou Sacred Head! Inſtruct us to be Grareful: 
Both to the Gods, and Thee ; What Hecatombs 
Are due for this Auſpicious Day ? 
How ſhall we thank the ever Glarious Snn, | 
For ſuch a King ?.. What Vows 2 What Otferings too- 
Aredue to Neptune ? | 
Who through the dangerous Seas, 
Has thus return'd thee ſafe ro Per/ia ? 
O ſay: Where ſhall we find out Vitims- 
Worthy of their Altars ? | | be 3: 9; 
Xer. Haw: now:!, Prieſt-hood ? Is this the wap,» | 
Your fawning Piety wou'd footh an injur'd King ? 
Have not thoſe Pow'rs Allarm'd by Sea and Land, 
Oppos'd my ſpreating Glory ? Aml nor | 
Xerxes ſtill, and muſt ar laſt ignobly ſye,--. | | \ 
For Peace, by a precarious Sacrifice ? :.... 4: 161134 11:01 338 'T 
Yes Slaves, I'll Feaſt your Gods Adar'd;. _ |... / [ F 


They ſhall have Offerings Prieſts]. they. ſhall! 
'Th' injurious Sun, "the Seas NE Wind, that ſaws, 
That.ſunk and ſcatter'd'my ſtupendious Navy, | | 
Shall teel the Vengeance of a Rouzing Deuy. 


+ 


Let Fleeting Folys be whip'd from Bole"to Pole, 


To blaſt the Man that dares oppole'em'? ena TING gz 


SV 
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Give Order that the Wind reccive Three Hundred Laſhes, . . 


Then drive him to ſome hollow Cell canfin'd, and tell. 
_ Roaring God, his Maſter Xerxes is reveng's | 
. Mig. O Impious Thought ! Avert this Madneſs, Heaven!” 
Vx, How now ! What would your Grave Devotion ſtatcle me : - 
Away draw out a! abte*Band of Archers, 
Mount 'em on the ice F em yon lofty Tower, 
And let'em ſhoot a Thonſand Arrows'gainſtthe Sun, ., | $f pts 
2. Mig. O Blaſphewyt © + 5 | 
Xer. *As mang Chains be thrown into the Sea, | 
And bind the Bluc hair'd Neptune to aRock 1” W 
Prepare an hundred Bars of vaſt hot glaring fron, 
Then plung 'em kifling down - | 
Into the burning Bowels of the Deep; : 
And while his {calding Billbws, boyl and foam 
With raging Torture; - 
There let him Rave, and dath his batrer'd Limbs, 
Like a diſpairing Slave forever:.'/ | a | | 
Away ! Take all: theWings of ſwift Revenge, iC 9 99S Oe, . 
And ſee my Will perfornr'd !.. Prieſts ! -: | | 
Are theſe fit Offerings for your ighty Powers? _ 
I cou'd nct ſtay to ſend 'em with your lazy Prayers 
To Heav'n, your wanton Thoughts have'dipt their Wings . 
Too deep, inPleaſures of the Parth, to let” j- mount fo bagh, 
Where's all their Idle Boles, theirbrandiſhe Lightning now, 


2. Mag. While Frantick Paſſionstalk fo wild and loud, 

The Voice of Reaſon is of firtle force : 

Bur ſtill remember, King, ' 

Tho' while you live the Gods rerard your dai: 

Yer after death, a ſure Revenge will come.” ” *” 

 Xer. Away : ! ye ſenſeleſs Dreamers of the World ro come, 

Who dare pretend to fright Mankind with Talcs, 

Of what ſhall happen after Death : 

Bur yet can give us no account of what 

The Soul endur'd, before it put on Fleſh ? * 

Hence from my Sight and Thoughts for ever ! 

Begon ye expenſive Lumber of the World! © ©- | (tbe Magi. | 

OF front at a Mi ance, J] h 

Cleo. Behold Great Sir! A Thouſand $kilful Archier? Ich 

From yon High Spacious Tower, -- -— 2a. 

Aloud Proclaiming War againſt yo <7 ; ons 1516 Rybpdibpe 


They brace their ttubborn Bows, | | 
keſolv'd, ro make their Arrows r Big —_ "{ Thandes - padre 
Xer. By Fove they'r there !'Ha /' what maicans thisRiſing Storm?” - 


By all my Power unſhaken, my Fots et are ftarr'd 4: ho 
Ar my daring Fury; I! and and yew | NR OD 


ory Fog, (GJ: I; bg - Ff Pl 3 C&4# Y 
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The Godlike War ? See! how the: rs 7g eng 1 [ Lowider, 
Arc poſted to the Sun, with Tydings of | - 
Impending danger ! Hark ! the dreadful News. 


Is rold, in Peals of burſting Thunder ! Ha! - 
is given! [The Stage is derkn'd. 


Ho Arnathe Mothe Charge 

For fce! th' Allarm'd God retires ! 

He dares not climb the Skies, ho- _— 

He ſtops ! he turns 'em back, and*ratr [ Lightning. 
The Eaſtern Hill of Heay'n | ſee! bet { Falling 


How the foaming Courſers Flounce and Tear, 


And daſh the ſpangted Skies behind "ent! [ 4 frow'r of 
Now by my own Immortal Soul : Fll mount. 
The burning Car my fc ſelf. 1'll have'it GUrawri 


By (low-pacd Elephants, and every gladſom Day 


Ev'n from the womb of this tupendiovus dar 
New Nature ſhall ariſe, and bleſs the World \ 
With one Eternal Spring ! \{ The Sky 4s cleared. 
Cleo. Ha! The Sun appears again ! I'll Humor his IS 
See, Sacred Sir, "tis done ! Behold 
A new born Light adorns the Skies, 
And ſcems t'applaud your vaſt Creating Thought, 
Xer. Ha! 'Tisf0! The harraſs'd Gods are weary of the Fray : 
Why, let *em reſt, and now alone 
The buſineſs of the Earth ſhall fill my Th 
Draw near, ye Royal Captives of my Ter War, 
And liften-to pronouncing Fate ! No —_— now, 
The Chains of Victory gall your Valiant Minds; * 
Your future Bonds flat all be Love; 


Shall ſhine a Year : 
New Order, new Seaſons ſhall be. born, . 


- For ever now be free!” be ſafe! Xerzes 


Is no more your Foe ! 
No more the Toils of War ſhall break my huin;bers, 
The Luſt of Conqueſt ſhall Inflame me now no more, 
Nor Fate ſhall dare to croſs my Will, which thus 
Reſolves to give Mankind a General Peace, The.Captives are unbound, 
And rowl the wanton Globe in Pleaſure, $ond the People ſhout. 
And now to ſpread my Reſolution through 
The ſpacious World, here I Proclaim, to any Head 
That ſhall invent a new untalted Draught 
Of Luxury, Rewards unlimited, 
The Earth and Sea, ſhall throw their-Treaſure up 
To make him Ha 
Le Young Fledg'd Heroes court the poiſe of War, 
And ſtarve their Pleaſures: Bur ro feed their Care, 
Ler fond Ambitions Wing (bl ſcorn to. reſt, 
Still ſoar to Prey, withour defire to taſte ; 
For inc, more ſolid Bliſs my Days ſhall Crown, 

C 


I'll 
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Plikeak jhe Pleaſures which-wy Arms Have won ; 007 able 5dr 
Eternal Spings of Love, and Guſtful Joy *-/* - | Br 9: h 
Shall feed my raviſh' d Senſe, -withour the power to Cloy. 


- 


— = ence _ — ch _ 
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The Scene, Xerxes Ss Palace. 


Enter Cleontes and the Poet. 


Cleo. Our Fortune riſes, Sir, Your.Muſe has Charm'd the King ; 
After the Banquet, he intends to ſee 
The Mask perform'd : But what's a fairer Demonſtration 
Of his Favour, I am commanded ro entruſt you 
With his ſecret Love—He much relies on you. - 
Poer.' | Poſſible ! O ye Gods! A Pimp ! [ 4/5de. 
Then my Prayers are heard ! The Devil's in't 
If I don't thrive now ! 
Her Name, Dear Sir ? 
Her Name and Quality : Pll melt her dbwn 
With a Diſtick:- She-ſhall be Rythar'd co RP 
Her Name, Sir : 
Cleo. Her Name is Virtwe, Sir. 
Peet. Virtue ! She does not belong to the Court, Sir, does ſhe ? 
Cleo. That muſt be our care to find out : You know 
The King reſolves'to raft no: common Pleaſhres ; 
His Fancy therefore leads him to enjoy 
A Married Beauty, of untainted Virrue; 
One that dares defend her Honour, 
Againſt the utmoſt Storms of Fortune : 
Whom neither Threats, 'or Bribes of Power can ſhake, 
Nor all the ſubtle Arts of Languiſhing Deſire. 
Peet, - Look you (nat that I believe we ſhall) Bur 
Suppoſe we ſhould fmd>ſuch a Lady ? Pray 
Whar would his Majeſty do with her? 
Cleo. He'd firſt uſe althis/Arrs and Power to bend her ; Viree, , 
And if he found it yield, deſpiſe her ; 
But if ſhe ſtood his Love unmov'd, 
Then Force ſhould give him aDelight; 
Which her conſent would Ruin. 
Poet. O ho! Then it ſeems, his Majeſty wou'd 
Only have a Slaſh at her Virtue! Very Good! | 
A Married Lady you ſay, thar, won't Cuckold ; 
Her Husband for Love or Money { Why now, h 
After all, that muſt be a very odd . » 
Humour in a Woman! ' | Che. 
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Cleo. Yet ſuch a one there may be found, Sir. 
You know the Fair and Fam'd Tamirs, | 
The Wife of Noble Artabanas : F = 
The King, before her Marriage, was in Love with her, uy 
And often made Attempts upon her Honour : -' 
Bur meeting ſtill ſevere Repulles, 
Offer'd her art laſt his Crown, and ev*n Thar, 
She with the ſame Indifference rejected. 
The General on, this was Baniſh'd, ſhe follow'd'him, 
And to thehazard oPHier Life, embrac d his Fortune. 
The King ar aft, -with' Abſence cur'@his Love; - 
And wanting Soldiers for the War with Greece, 
Call'd Artabanus home, reſtor'd him to his Honours, 
And gave Tamira to his Arms : But he 
Remembers now afreſh her former Cruelty : 
And reſolutely Vows to ſatisfy 
His old Revenge, and the Remaitis'6f Love. 
Poet. A fatisfattion for the Gods above ! 
But hark yon-Sir} Are you ſure 'tis Artebanus's Wife ? 
Cleo. The ſame, 'I mention'd ſeyerat, 
But moſt the King inclines to her. 
Poet. By Fove we'll Dub his Loxdſhip then ! We 'Il Dub him: 
Now my Revenge is perfe&t : He gave me © 
Nothing for my laſt Dedicarion. | [ Afde. 
Cleo. I gueſs the King expeRts her at the Mask, 
But ſee our General; and” Arrabanns with him, 
I like *em not, they'r Enemiesto ek and me. 
Poet. Oh! Ler mealone with *em 
You ſay the King has Poſlitively | | $ 
Commanded none ſhall paſs his Prefence Arn'd - SHALE = 
Clev. He has—1'1! retire, and Informhim L 


They are here, while you demand their Swords. © nh 
Enter Mardonius; Artabanus z»4 Aranthes:- LOEROY 
Mar. What mean theſe dquble Guards ? bo oy OAI = k ISLET 


Poet. Safety, Sir, Safety ! © 
Mar. What art thou ? 
Poer., I ama Wir, | 
Art. Tl not take your word, _— ) ik 
Aran. O 'twere Charity, my*Lotd, firs he earfkeep'l. ah 
Poet. Tl write no My ec eariOne my Lord t' | 42A 
Art. *Tis well refs Twete Inſolence' FF | 
To Libel or of ES Forwhat wer etfe;- - e-: 
To wo LL, the IKE _ TT ES I: AZ 
Which jul che world bs '.y +0 1111; þ AE TRIS 
Poet. Der ture was noel draw# before.” 1-0 MY 
Art. "Twas every Het Cre Pas foe 7217 | 1 DI: lf, | "aA ] 
Thou drew'ſt.my, Honours alt IE | PIs of fo 
Without one touch of ſhade to heighten 1 hg 4 2 VE OY 
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Ie look'd to me aflat infipid nothing. 
Poer, The very Image of your Lordſhips Gratuity. 
Art. *Tis a vain Pride, not Gratitude Rewards : 
The Undeſcrving ; to Encourage. thee | 
Were an Aﬀront to Real Merit. 
To the Preſencc—on my Lord! 
Poet. You muſt leave your Sword, Sir. 
Mar. Who demands it ? | 
Poet. Your Humble Servant,.Sir. |; = 
M.r. Here, Take u,Slaye+ ou [ET wy Pains, | 
Poes. Auh! not by the wron Handle! 1 beſeech. you, Sir 
Mar. The meaning of this Inſolence ! You Gentlemen, 
+ Is ut the King's Command? 
Guard. My Lord, it is. 
Art. *Tis ikely, diſpute i it not-my Lord! ThereGentlemen! 5 They give 
ay, God-! Thar a Man ſo great in Arms, $536 Swords, 
Should ever know the guilt of Fear ! Sge.yrhere he comes, 
Amidſt his Court of Women now! O ul Change. 


Enter Xerxes, follow d by a Train of Ladies, Cleontes in- Diſ-- 
comrſe with him, Tamira amongſt them. 


Xey. Did you ſec herday you ? 
Cleo. She follows in the Train, my Lord. 
Xer, Let her be near us at the Mask ; I wou'd 
—_ a gentle Lover uy, and try 
The force of Paſſion, and Hee wounding Eloquence; 
| Iknow tho' Real, they woul in 5k 
Bur, thar 'tis keightens my delight : For when 
She thinks the Lamblike Lover, dying | 
In the vain purfeit: The bounding Lyon then 
Shall ſtart, and drag th' unwilling Prey. 
Aran. Health to your Majeſty. 
Xer. Aranthes welcome | welcome Artabanus, 
Valiant Mardonins welcome! : _ | 
Mer. 1 never durſtbe a Coward, Sir—But now 
Methinks you ſhould not know me for Mardenins. 
I us'd to wear a Sword! 
Xey. O! "Twere needleſs, unleſs you 2g pres 
Mar. There tillage Grecian Living, Sir 
Xer. And they were born xo live, ; 
Mar. Yes, and Conquer too !. Your pad Six, 
I love *em nos, tho' they deſerve my Love. 
7 [Tie heed, Lord, reg os "dre Ki g 
Art. ' Take hee __ ro IE: e mov d the yrgprite 
_ Then docs y pe Temper... he :0oIh 
[ Aſide. ] os py 's be rnd Eo 
Suck Men are hateful, and will oppole my Pleaſures. 
Art. "ee came to Intxeat a PRFOIOu With your Majcll, 


.J 
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Xer. The Court at is diſpas'd to Mirth | 
And Pleaſure: Afﬀeer I'm” ol ue 
Aran. . WE "ll Aczendiyour OY, 
Xer, Your Entertainment beſols +! 
And pleaſing, what the Mulick wants, may: be 
Sapply'd in Love: But-that's a Feaſt, my Lord. [T5Art. 
You never ſeek abroad, «that are.fo ſure 
A welcome Gueſt at hame,./. 
Art. 1 owe that Sit; wo yaur Indulgence ; 
And ſee ſhe's here! Your.h will pardon-me ? + 
Xer. 'Tis your Duty, Sir; By Heav'n- * [Ar ge Tam. | 
He loves her, after four Years.Enj 
Had ſhe been mine, ere this'I'd' "AY 
+ a ht of her—Not bur ſhe's Fae hanthe Prams of Day ; 
a Lovers, hope,—and. Vi an Inſfolence. 
m_ To Art. ] I hope you'er not di as'd,  my:Lord. 
Art. ! But what was it brought you -hirhey? F; 
Tam. . Indeed the ſeeing you, - 
Art. D'ye not fear t Kiog ſhould Gaze upon you ? 
Tam. If you fear it, I'll revize. ©... 
Art. No, 'twou'd be obſerv'd« Bus yet. beware ofhim. | 
He often dwells ton our Praiſe of late. 


Tam. Indeed 1 punk it croubles you, x 
Elſe could hear it with ference. | 
Xer. Come Sirs, our Waits Us. - 


Artabanus | You'll truſt me near your Lady. 
Art. That Truſt will be her toaovant + 


Xer. Begin the Mask. 
While a Symphony is Playi j EH _ PEE ow a Bed 
6. Soqrge- to = 


of Roſes, aud 
Mercury. Awake fo LESRY 

y/ —Yy 
© artend'Hee ; ws 


The mili 
with lis 95h 
Now The frat f Fer the and R Reactive 
eere ,t hs 
PL &c. POIs 


The Scene Drank, eving, diver ſeroeral Denies, Attended By their - 
Plealuzcs: : - Cupid: Advances. - 
Cupid. my th me, theſe Rival Gods commend, 
And Each ifſerrs bis Power ky eſt 3 


Thy Poice alone the ie drm 
* Who knoweft alf'P erin Er 
te Few ho bares f; couT0 
Life has nd kt Tiewle Ppve. a L, 
Luxury. What kind Reward ſhall 1 receive | 
From them, to wong b Voice I "give. 


Cupid. 
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Cupid. That thou U#brib'd wi, ive t Voict, 
J Eternal Freedom-Tv poſſeſs we / 
Mars IR Watllke Symphony. - 
Mars. Sound ! ſound ! the\Triumpe founid, + 
The Werrionvs Soul yritan os 
He Fights t=oThef Fly !=—=and now with Conqueſt Crown 
What God caw EF KNobler Charm? 
Lux. No more ! no more! Ah throw thy Arms wt of 907 B 
; Bar 1wirh'” en Lotie ſhall Hap 4 carb kT 
\ The Truwper wow. oft we: pb ft ot 
' And fwell; and weep, 4 and'pent avound. 
1 en DELEE 
Hymen. If ſofter Love canimie thee 
$C ? Zan: __ tro} *s yy 
cj 7 I him, 
Indiff. --- away © we Life ca bi © 
Toros Mankind enjoys in wh 7 
Indifference is rhe Bappieft Stare, © had 
Ow 39 bitch .0-Care or SorvowiH wane; 1 
Nothing hating, nou ug ht almiring, | 
" Noves _— wee ehoemig th 
Never Pinin 
Nor yet ing FN kind Occiſtin; 5 
Foy is welcome ſtill to chear nes, 
Sorrow never ſuall cone near me.” 


lar. and 
Fg br Peaceful, Fows, can make hte blu, 1758 +2920 WAITS 
gether. In him, or -me they are poſſeſt. .: | 903] 142 IN 


Lis.  Begow 1 ! \Dall Pair,-1 cannot take, | 
| . Or grant 's Toy ineitbers.. © -- 
Be chain'd for ever Back to: Beck 
nd: wander rhrough the We ropetber. 
Chorus. .. -Begon Dull Pair, .he\ cannot. take, &C. 


The Pleaſures :Bind \Marriage \anud Indifference together, and 
 drive*them off the Srage : Then Venus, advances, 
Venus. Would db, know the ſweeteſt $M Ws. 
Then peg! ur rrr Ou dn; ph ym: Teng: 
That . would confine: your Love to'Rules. | 
From Vulcan foret to bide my Charms, 
1 Modeſt ith and Cold muſt: prove: | 
But Ah ! when inmy Warriors Arms | 
I live ! —_ £406 4 looſe to Lene. | 
Lux. and 2 All other Lowes but faiptly..toft, : 
Venus. For fill repeated fly 200: faſt. - 
But the Lover 
Will Diſcover, 


Bbg 


_ 


Lux. True Foy-is now vewedl'd, 
Come Pleaſures Danet' ond Play. 
All: All ! To Vena##efd,” 
| " Fair Venus Winne the Day. © 


White the Pleaſures Dance, the Four laſt Lines are Repeated in a 
Grand Chorus. © After which the Company riſes. 


Xer. Now, my Lords, what think you of theſe ſofter Pleaſures ? - 
Is not a peaceful Court adorn'd with Beauties? © 
Far beyond the Proſpe& of a duſty Camp ? eng 
Shew me an Army now, that dares refift *em1” © -' 
That cou'd Unconquer'd, view their Charms ! 
Mar. 1 cou'd ha' ſhewn you one, Sir, your Pardon, Ladies ! 
Xer. What! They. were valiant old Soldiers ! 
Mar. No! Yoting and Luſty, in their Prime of Years and Health ; 
I'dare allow the Ladies cach ro Conquer ſeyen Men, | 
But Seven Hundred Thoufand wou'd 'have held *em to'r. 
Xer. You are allow'd, this Liberty, my Lord, 
Your Years Excuſe you. ' LY | 
Mar. I ha' loſt no Taſt of Manly pleafures. 
Xer. How did the Muſick take you ? 
Mar. Tho' it were looſe, I cou'd ha' lik'd it 
In a proper Seaſon, to me 'twas harſh _ ** 
And out of Time, when I have nothing elfe 
To do, —— 1I'!l have a- Miftrefs, 'and-a Lute. 
Xer. . Why, what have Men to do on Earth 
But to Indulge their A petites 2, How ſhou'd 
We ſtop the ſwift Career of Time, unleſs '- - -- 
We load him. well with Pleaſures;er'e he flies 'away ? 
Old Men I find can be content to Dream 
Of Happineſs : Away ! Some Fruit and-fprightty Wines ? 
Conduct the Ladies to the Grove of Teffamines, 
And ſtrow the beſt Perfumes. of Nature asrhey Paſs, © | 
| Your Eare Aranthes, Oo © © (The Courtiers Condutt the Ladies. ) 
| Tam.- Pray, my Love, Excuſe me'! 1 dare nor follow 'em, 
| (to Arr.) During the Mask, the King let fall” - 
| Some wanton Words, that Troubte; and Offend me, 
| Forgive this-Fault, 1']l ne're beſeen ar.Court . 
Art. This Prudence has Oblig'd me: Farewell. Exit. Tamira. 
Xer. (to 4ran.) Nore're inCommon talk ſpeak {lightly of my Triumph ? 
Aran. My Royal Lord his Private Thoughts I know nor, 
| If they were ill, he ne're wou'd utter 'em; 
I have indeed obſerv'd him Thoughtful when £9 
We ſpeak of You, and he has fought 
This Opportunity to tell 
Your Majeſty the Cauſe, Your 
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Xer. 1 can Tl ſpare it now, my Maa Walt, 
' And they Brook no Delay. 
Aran. Beſeech Your Majeſty but. Maaae... 
Xer. A Moment ! 'ris an Age #-Let him be eng 

Too Plain I read his ” Thy : 

He takes an Ill time w p wait.ine ; - P 4 e 

Let him be ware my le wil Ea Afide 

For if it wakes Diſturb' a. it may be Faral, 

Now Sir! Your Greivances. TE 
Mar. Are they not Written 18 my Face? 

X:r. I rcad nothing thete but Age, 
And that indeed's a Greivance.! abs et 
Aar. Sir, Yon love me 2g... 1 | 
&r. Go on! have you 07 ee? | ; 

Mar. Gods ! =. | 
Xer. Speak lower. -. W. 2 
Art. Forbear, "gt Lord, you "l Roa All! "x 
Mar. NY gp you.then, that, can be Maſterof your Paſſion. 
Art. Royal Loxd, may l intrear Permiſſion, 

I unload rw Grif, which Heavily 

Has brought us ro the Court ? 
Xer. You have our leave, the reft be fGlent, 

*Till I commiſſion *'cm to Anſwer. 

Aran, I ſubmit. | Ho. 
Mar. I'll do my beſt. :: | ; 
Art. Then thus, my Lord. | 5M 

We Grieve to think your late-Ex Expenſive Triumph, Se 

Was not worth the Summs it C You : Thar all PET” a 

Your Trophies, Spoils and Treaſure ta'en from Greece, 

Are now thrown by for Lumber : 

That cv*n Your Royal Captives led 1 in Golden Chains, 

Were AbjcR Slaves before.they wore 'em : + 

Thar a Benumming Lethargy has ſciz'd Your Soul, 

And ſunk your:Glory in Unmanly Pleaſures : | 

' That Women, Flatterers, and ſervile Pocts are 
Your only Favourites now : . That we 


Whoſe Loyal Swords have cv'er. been Your Guard, cog ee | 


E're we can gain Admirtance to your Sight, <p 

Are Forc'd to give 'em up to-baſe born'Slaves, | I 

Leaſt we ſhould ſheath 'em in Your Jealous Heart. bes foo ag 

We Greive, that your ſarviving Soldiers are 

Solittle- known, the many Thouſands | | 

In Your Service Dead, fo 'loon Fargotten, es 4 
Xer. Procecd. > \ 
Arr. You may remember,'Sir, = 

Ir: Your Proſperity of Arms, when once | 

You drew Your Hardy Millions up, and ſaw POS: 

Th' Amazing ſpace of World was taken, | 


IR . as 
COP” I» Qand ; % 
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To contain their Numbers, © 5. oc: 
You then bedew'd Your Cheeks with Tears to fee. 
So many Gallant Souls in perfe& Health, ' oy 
Which You was ſure in One ſhort Age of Man © 
Th' Inevitable Throat of Death muſt ſwallow. 
If then fo late, becauſe a certain end _ _ | 
Cou'd move Your Soul ſo far, what Floods of Grief, © 
WhatRaving Madneſs ſhou'd Poſſels 'you,- © 7 
When You refle&, that they, were all Devour'd 
At a Meal: ts | 
E One Fatal Battle ſlew 'em for rhe Tyrants Feaſt, 
And for his Table ſpread the Earth with Slaughter. þ 
By Heav'n our Foes Report, they are aſham'd, ' | , 
T'have Conquer'd Men, that can ſo tamely bear their Lofles ; 
Others leſs inſulting ſay, (and that indeed does wound us) 
That we ſtand ready all, and raving for Revenge, 
But want an Animating King to lead us. 

Mar. Nay, Sir! they talk yet worſe'than this—— 

Xer. "Tis not yet your time to ſpeak. 

Mar. Would it were !-f ha' done. 

Xex. Have you any more? | 

Art. No more my Lord, but that 
You wou'd believe my Words, the Diates of 
A Loyal Heart, that bleeds to ſerye you: 

Xer. Aranthes, You! 

Aran. My Lord, my Grief are told by Artabanus. 

Xer. NowSir, you have leave. 

Mar. I am unarrted, Sir, in any grace of S 
To ſtir the Soul ! my words are plain and honeſt, 
Too ſhort to hide a Crime with Eloquence ; 
I'm down-right angry I,” where er'c 1 ſee 
| The Face of Shame : Ye Gods ! had I but ta'en 
The Cue t'have ſpoke, the half what he has utter'd, 
Ye had appear'd a—1I want a Name to call a King by : 
But come, Sir, I'll return the Muſick you have giv'n: 
I've yet a Tongue will better ſpeak 
My Thoughts ; a Voice, that once cou'd warm you faſter 
Than a Silken Miſtriſs, and was, perhaps, 
As loath to let you (leep a' Nights. 

Xer, Where is this Powerful Orator ? Let's hear him ! 

Mar. Bid the Trumpets Enter. 

Aran. Now you ſtrike him home, my Lord. 

Enter Trumpets. 

Mar. Here! here's th' harmonious Tongue ſhall plead-my Cauſe, 
And rouze your ſtartling Soul tro Glory ! Sound a Charge. (Mar. 

Art. Yet hold! By Heav'n, I plaud my Fellow Soldiers heat! | Emirac;ry 
And ſee, myLord! what hardy Squadrons join to back him. | Looks ous. 
Look ! how they move! what, what a Martial Grace and Order ! : 

D GoI's 
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* Suppoſe within a well pitch's Field, RENE: ' 


6x8) 
Gods! VMorious Terror's in their Eyes, and now. ;, 
The ſwelling Foe, advancing to our Ranks;.: G r 


We fix our Choſen ground, and. | impatient - - 


To receive *em! The Neighing Steeds too foam and champ! | 
| And rear the Earth, and ſhew a noble luſt of War! 


And ſee they come ! the glowing Soldiers; ſhour; 
The Signal's giv'n, and Death in ghaſtly wounds 
Deals various Fate around him! .. -- 


' While Claſhing Armour, Spears, and Rattling Shields, 


Drums, Fifes, and Trumpets, (Glorious Horror 1 ). 
With their ſtupendious Clangor crack the Skies ! 
Now ftrefch the Allarming Voige.of War ! Sound, till 


From your ſwoll'n Vgins,- the peineing Blood-guſh. forth 


Imagine now, the cager Arms of Victory. - 
Extending to embrace us! ſqund ! as if. 
The Glorious Scene were herc in real ACtion ! 
Sound ! and wake the Ghoſt; of. this departed Hero. 
Art. O Glorious Harmony ! © They Sound 
Aran. O Powerful Charm! I a Charge. 
Mar. By Arms, it ſets my glowing Veins on fire ! 
} burn ! my Spirits rave with fury for the War ! 
Away to Horſe ! tro Arms! why ſtand. you, Sir, unmov'd, 
As if a low born Fear, had fix'd you, here Inanimate ? 
Can you be deaf, when great Revenge and Honour call ? 
Are there ſuch Charms in a:deteſted Sloth and Eaſe ? 
God's where have yau Tameneſs left, ro ſtand thus long. 
Suſpected, not to dare ? Sounda freſh Allarm! 
And let the Martial Din ungrave the Dead: 
To rouze him ! 
Xer. On Forfeit of your Lives, forbear your. Inſolence ! 
Audacious Traitor ! thus ro Brand.. 
My Hallow'd Pleaſures, with the. Name. 2 
Of Slorhful, Eaſe and Fear ! I'll have thee think, 
Unknowing Slave ! That nothing in it ſelf 
Is Gogd or ill, but as it pleafes me. 
May. TI ſay no!. There will be ſhame in Cowardice, 
Tho' Xerxes were a Soldier ! 
Xer. Hat 


Aran. Forbear, my Lord, contider 'tis your King that hears you 


Mar. Tha' no King, 'tis|Merit, not a Crown 
Thar makes a King, when Pride and Sloth debaſe 
The Soul of Majctty : The Crown's a Toy, 

No more in Worth, than what it weighs in Gold: 

1 ſcorn a King, whoſe Robes can only ſpeak him Royal. 
Xer. Wiuncſs ye Gods ! How loth 1 am to wake, 
And cruſh this Slave, who like a Crawling Inſc& dares. 

LCiiturb the ikeping Lyon— 


4&1 


Mar. 
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 XuM 


BIT 211 1-11 51 


Mar. A Lyon! ru os 1dauot od fir sf 
By Heav'n I've ſeen a Hare, a Womans Cqurage your” 
Dare beyond thee ; the Martial cron oy Boo tot 
Whoſe Aiding Arm in Fight, ſupporte [and diſgrac'd thee! 

The Warlike Woman ſhew'd a Manly Rage, - 

The Courtly King a Womans Trembling, Fear: 

Ever wer't thou laſt in Battle, formoſt _ ,, - -_ - .. 

In the Flight, humble in Danger, and whien 

Thy Danger's paſt, Inſuling ? * _ . (1, wa 

Xer. Seize the Traitor ! hence! and bear him toa Dungeon ! 
There let the ſurly Lyon Growle and Champ, 

His Galling Chains in vain ! Fll try him inthe Den ; 
Hard Fare, perhaps, Darkneſs and Gives mayzame-him. . 

Mar. ADungeon! Now by the, Power of Arms, thou'ſt found 
The only place, an honeſt Mancan bear in-Prijia't | 
Thou poor Inverted King, whoſe Favour is Diſgrace, 

Whoſe Frowns are Honour now ; Thou canſt not raiſe 

My Glory more, than thus proclaiming .to the World 

Thou hateſt me : But when 

This Lyon rumbles or's his Chains alone ; Beware .._.__.......... .... .. 
Thou fend no Perſian Fools to gaze at me ; 

Leſt in my round of thought; i ſhould: believe *em Greeks 

Thar keep me there ; and bounding from my Couch, 

Graſping with Fury the miſtaken Prey, 

With Flaming Eyes,' ſhould 'ftare their Souls away. ['Exit. 

Xer. To the Dungeon hence, '\and load him dowh with Maſly Fetters. 
By Heav'n I'll find a way to take...” . | 
An undiſturb'd Repoſe: Flt have'tmy Strteatas \ © 
Of Chriſtial Pleaſure, clear'd of all theſe Martial Weed 
I'll tear *em by the Roots, and throw 'em uſeleſs by. 

Art. My Lord, Hower'e your Soldiers heat— 

Xer. Tl have no more to do with ſaucy War! 

Were now Ten Thouſand times the Millions _ 

I ha' loſt in Arms, wc panes Begging as for life, 

One animating Word to bid *em move, .. 

I'd not unſheath my Sword, to be Enthron'd with Jowe. { Exit, 

Art. Why ! why yePow'rs! has ſuch a tainted Soul 
The Care of th* Empire ? Or if the Gods have ſtampt 
Divinity on Kings, fixing.them far above 
The Reach of Common Men ; why then have we-. 

The Eyes of Reaſon to Inſpe& their Faults ? 
Why are we Born with Souls to loath Diſhonour, 
And yet by Honour bound to bear it ? 

Aran, How! Tobearit! No! That Loyalty's Diſhonorable, 
Thar bids me bear Diſhonour : When Subjects 
Are no more the Care of Kings, we then 
Have only left the Laws of Nature to Protect us, 

And Nature tyes us all to Self Defence. 


D 2 we. 
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We muſt in time reſent the Blows wFve' taken : | "pt 
Mardonius's Freedom muſt be ſought, and ſuddenly : NOI 
The Current of our Treaſure tbhs/roo fafty * 2H 77 2 

It muſt be ſtopt by Right and Priviledge'**- 707 
The late Expences of our Gaudy Shame, '. 
Exceeds th' Account of Neceſſary War : + - AER 
And ſhall we ſleep, when from-our Hands by Fprce, . 


groan 1 * *8 *+ 
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The Gripe of Tyranny has wrung oyr- Forrrnes, .. \., 
More I cou'd ſay, CIV DIS (IBS 
If I believ'd that Words cou'd win you to 
An Honourtdle Aﬀtion. '' | © 
Art. Aranthes, T was never flow to ſuch a Call, 
Nor needs the Cauſe a Tongue, | 
But yet the Undertaking's difficult, - + - 
And wilt require our Friends beſt Counſel 
To Night at my own Houſe I'll Summon "em, 
There ſpeak our Griefs at large. 
And may the Bleft Event to Ages prove ; 
No Crewn ſits ſafe without the Peoples Love. - [ Exeant. 


a a. —- A = EI I 


ACS: 
The Scene, The Houſe of Artabanus. 


Enter Memnon with a. Paper. 


After. Oneſty's a Notion, and only ery, vo (4. 
Like Womens Chaſtity in cold Untem 

It muſt be fo! I ever thonghe rhar-Villiany © 

Had an ugly Face; but now ÞFview it ) O1 91300 

In the Flattering Glaſs of Intereſt, it ſeems '''i ls #- 

No Monſter !—Of a fairer form than half ftary'd Virtue. - | 

— Yet let me think a little | . 

Here I am truſted with the Names of ſeveral Men, 

Who have combin'd to free th* Imprifo6n'd General, 

To ſeize the King, and force him tor renew 

The War with Greece! Nay, I've ſubſerib'd my awn, 

T'aſliſt '*em too, and now ant going to inform 

The General of it : The Undertaking is bur Juſt ; 

For Old Mardonius lov'd:the King, and lies 

In Chains, becauſe he offer'd proof on't: Xerxes 

Is unfit to hold the Reins of Empire ; | 

He throws 'em looſe, and lets it run to ſhame, 

And Luxury—Why don't I haſte to ſtop him then ? 

And by the Execution of what I've ſworn to ad ; 


pred Minds: 


Preverit 
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Prevent my Countries Ruine—But ftay.!.-ſuppoſe --.-; 1 
I fail in my Deſign, (as ſure. 'ris dangerous) 
If I am taken, can my Country fave me? - ». 
Or if I ſucceed, am 1 fine my Comes * IR 39s 
Will be grateful ? They'll ſay perhaps, "twas Intereſt 
reef = fl | hile th ake the Bleſſing 
And let me ſtarve, while they ethe ! 
They may be baſe, and pr y they will! 
Then 'Tis not ſafe to truſt 'em, nor canI : 
On th' other ſide be ſure of Life, if I delay 
This great Diſcovery :—-Why then. 'Tis fixt ! 
I'll take the ſureſt way to find Reward from Xerxes : 
And when my Pardon, and Reward are fign'd, 


Then ler *em;call me Fool, or tellche King 


I am a Villain. 
Exter Artabanus, Aranthes, &c. 
Art. Never was Cauſe, my Friends, more chearfully 
Embrac'd, never were Hands more fit for Action, 
Nor ever greater Glory waiting on ſucceſs: 
"Tis not the Thirſt of others Wealth, or Dignities, 
Nor Envy of a favour'd Fattion, that inflames us, 
No Mercenary end: 'Tis Bleeding Honour calls us 
To revenge her Wounds ; 'tis Xerxes, not the King 
That ſtands accus'd : If Xerxes can relent, 
Still let him wear the Crown ; if not, the Crown 
By us remov'd, can dignify . 
Another Head for Empire. 
Aran. *'Tis not who Reigns, but who Reigns well is King, 
Art. He that hegledts rhe Regal Office, 
Should be compell'd to lay it down ; 
And we who feel the ſmart of that negle, 
Are only proper Judges, where to place ir. 
Aran, Let us but once more ſee Mardenins Sworded, 
We ſhan't be long to feck a Man, that's fit 
To weild a Scepter : I long. | 
To hear how he receives our Undertaking ! 
Why lingers Aſemnon thus ? may we believe 
He's not refus'd Acceſs to him. | 
Art. You may, I have unbarr'd the Priſon Gates with Gold. 
A Servant Whiſpers Artabanus. 
Come Gentlemen, the Night begins to walſt, 
Our Small Collation waits us: Arantbes, 
Pray condud our Friends, Vl! give ſome Orders 


[Exit. 


In the Houſe, and follow You. (Exit. Aran. with the reſt. 


Enter Tamira in her Night Dreſs, Weeping. 
Art. What mean theſe Tears Tamira? © 
Tam. ' Ocan you love like me, and ask that Queſtion. 
Tis true, I counſ{cl'd what you have undertaken, 
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Yet-cannotthelp my Womans Fears: Not but. 
11love your Honour more, than beth our Lives ; - 
Yet when [run or'e the Frightful Hazards, 
The Dangers imminent you meet | 
To purchaſe and preſerve it, than I could wiſh 
Some Humble Shepherd were my Loye, 
Whoſe fole Ambition werea Rofy Chapler, 
Not a Crown : | y 
Who in ſome {ſweet Retreat of blooming Nature, 
Naked of Honours, but Enrich'd with love 
Might give, and take delight unknown to Crowns, 
And drive with undifturd'd Repoſe, 
The melting Hours before us.- | th | 
Art. Be witneſs Heaven, how theſe words Tranſport tme'! 
For ſtill thy Fears I know are born of Love, | 
And Love's of Kin to Honour.,—Could'ft thou behold 
Ev'n in the ſofteſt Moment of our Joy, 
Our Native Country in Diſtreſs, The Bloody Arm 
Of Tyranny uſt rais'd to give the Wound ; 
Ard not with Horror throw me from thy Arms 
To ſtop the Blow ? Think what a Glorious Tale, 
Futurity ſhall Regiſter of him, 
Thar firſt ſtept out to ſave her ! 
And if oppoling Death ſhould croſs'the Brave Artempr, 
Then ſhall it farther ſtill be ſaid for thee, | 
This Man, this honeſt Man, the Memorable Artabans:, 
Beyond his Life, his Country Lov'd, 
Yet equal with his Country lov'd Tamira. 
Tam. O ſhall it then be ſaid Tamira's Fears, 
Oppos'd this Glorious Enterprize ? Periſh 
That Wife is ſo Impatient of her Joys ; 
That to Indulge her Love at home, | 
"Would rurn her Husband's Honour out a ſtarving ! No! 
Go on my deareſt Lord! leave me, and cheer, 
Thoſe Gallant Friends have ſworn to aſliſt you : 
If you return wtih Life, my Love will find 
A thouſand thouſand ways to welcome you——Hark ! 
'Whar knocking's that ? who can it be thus lare. {A loud knocking. 
Do you expect more Friends, my Lord ? 
Pray Hcav*n no ill be cowards us ! 
Art. Be not concern'd, my Love, I gueſs 
'Tis Memn:n from the General, within there ! 
Haſt to the Portal, know firſt their Buſineſs [ Enter a Servant. 
Er'e you give admittance, unleſs it be 
To my Licurenant Memon: Be calm, my Love. 
Tam. 1 Cannot while this Noiſe continues ! 
You ſhall not ſtir, my Lord ; Heavens! How I tremble ! 
Art. Now! whoisit? [ Re-enter Servant with the Steward, 
Serv. 
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Serv. My Lord, your Steward. 
Art. The News! p 
Srew. Defend your ſelf, my Loxd ! Somme Danger's towards you. . q 
Going to my Reſt, within the outward Lodge, 
I heard the thronging tread of Paſſengers, 
Whom from the Window I diſcover'd; 
To be the Guards : 
They now are Marching round the Orchard Wall, 
In Order to beſet the Houſe”; 
I heard 'em fay roo, as they paſs'd along, 
Kill none, let *em be taken all alive. 
Art. Death and Horror ! we are betray'd! 
Tam. OFly, My Lord! 
Let me conjure you by the Pangs 
Of my diſtraed:Love, fly ! fly ! ere yer 
A moment can befriend you. 
Art. Impoſſible ! I leave my Friends in danger ! 
Tam.. Run! haſt, and rouze 'em from the Jaws of Ruin. [T9 the Serv. 
O Fatal Enterprize ! | 
Art. That we may | mo ſome time rothink, lead you 
The Servants to the Eaſtern Gate, [To the Steward. 
Command 'em on their Lives to keep it Barr'd,. 
*Gainſt all would force their Enterance, Gods! 
Was ever Noble ACtion ſo untimely born ; 
O Tamira ! 
Tam. What Power, - what Fate can ſtop our headlong Ruine ? 
Some pittying Gods look down, and ſtrerch' an Arm, 
To keep our Lives and Love unparted ! 
O that the Earth wou'd open wide, and take us thus, 
Thus undivided to the Centre ? [Throwing her Arms-on hims.. 
Art. If we deſerve your Rage ye Pow'rs ! 
Now hurle your Thunder to deſtroy us : 
But ſtrike us clofer, not aſunder with your Bolts. 
O! muſt we part Tawira! 
Curſt be the Hell born Slave that durſt betray 
Our Honeſt lives: 1I] reſt betide his Frighted Soul, 
Devouring Guilt, 
Like the Promethean Vulture knaw his Perjur'd Heart, 
And mark him for the Carrion of Mankind. 
( Ara. within.) Ruin'd ! betray'd, and loſt! 
Art. O my Friends! 
Enter Aranthes, awd the reſt in Diſorder. 
Aran, Deltraction ! Memmon ! 
Art. Ha! what ofhim! 
Aran. He! He! That Curſt, that Canker'd Slave for fear; . - 
Or baſe Reward has ſold us all: I now 
Deſcry'd him by the Diſtant light of Torches, 
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In Conference with the King, who Smiling comes 

*Ith Rear rocatch us in the ſhameful Toil! 

« Art. O thar a curſe wou'd kill the Villain! 

Aran. Let's ſend it then upetionr pointed Sword, . 

Since w'have no hope of ſafty left, "1 

Here ! let us fix our ſtand, and if the Villain 

Dares to Face us, ruſh all at once to reach his Heart, 

And die like Men, Reveng'd upon our Ruin, 
Art. Impollible to *{cape ſuch Numbers: No! 

Ler's down to th' Poſtern Gare, and try '. 

To leap the Orchar'd Wall, or now the Darkneſs of 

The Night Befriends us; Mingle with the Guards 

Thar are in ſearch of us, ſeem Hot as they 

In the perſuir, and that way take our chance, 

To ſcape 'em Undiſcover'd. gre je ( 4 loud Noiſe without ) 
Aran. A way ! they are upon us : [ 

Succeed or not, we know at laſt to die. Exit. with the.reſt. 
Azt. I follow you. ( Tamira holds Arta. ) 
Tam. My Lord! my Love, I cannot leave you! 

O let me part with you, and life together ! 

Art. This isno time to part like Lovers, 

Nor yet to tell thee half my Fears! - 

The King ! Revenge ! and luſt ! Icanno more 

But ſhou'd thy Frighted Virtue call for help 00 

Let this ſpeak for. me. ( gives her a Dagger.) 
Tam. By Heav'rrit ſhall, and Home: But do not Venture 

To the Orchard : Here in the Houſe below there lies 

A Secret Vault, in former Times of ſome Religious uſe 

And now is only known. to:me ; There I conjure you lye 

Conceal'd rill ſafty call you forth : Nor Hell, nor Envy can 

Betray you thence, unleſs I prove Unfaithful. 
Art. O might we never part till then.! 

Hark ! They are Entering ! ſhaw me! . E xeunt. 


After a Noiſe of the Gates being Broken down, Enter Xerxes, 
Memnon, Officers and Guards, with Torches. 
Xer. Where ! Where's this, Infernal Brood of Traytors ; 
By Heav'n I] Cruſh 'em in the Neſt! Away ! 
Look out ! Search every Hole, that Fear:can Creep into: 
Nor Earth, nor Hell ſhall Hide 'em from my Vengeance ! 


Enter at the other Door Cleontes, and Guards Dragging in two 
| of the Conſpirators Dead. 


Cleo. Here ! This way, ſhow the Bodies to the King : 
Great Sir / two of the Confpirators, 
This Moment Breath'd their laſt. Ng: 

Xer. Was't not my ſtrict Command to take *emall alive ? 
Vho was it dar'd to kill 'em ? 
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Cleo. Lord ! .it was. their.own Diſpair, | —_— 
For,e'rxe we cou'd beſet the Orchard, mo : 
Thelc with ſeveral more, who juſt before Efcap' d -- 5 KOT 


Made an Attempt to leap the Wall ; 

We Interpoſing 1 in the. Moment, 

Demanded 'em our Priſoners ; 

At this, they looking round with hopeleſs Eyes,. . 
Toone anothers Breaſts their pointed. Swords advanc'd, 
And ruſht at once to an Embrace 

Of Friendſhip and of Death. | 

Xer. O ſpireful ſullen Traytors ! Bring in the Torture ! 
By Heav'n I'll have 'em Rack to Life again ! 

Mem. My Lord, theſe Wretches are bur the Limbs 
Of the Conſpiracy, it only halts for want of-cthem ! 

If you would have it huſht for ever, | 
Cur off the Head, their  Artabanus ! 

' Xer. Thou haſt inform'd my Rage : Say Janes, | 
Among thoſe that fled, ſaw you Artabanus ? 

Cleo. .Noy my Lords. we rather chooſe to let them fly, .. 
Than give him tie 10./{cape,, while we-purfu'd em. |; ..;..,c: 
If with the reſt he was, be's zl 1th Houfe, myLord. , .' . +; (1 

Mem. Then we are ſecure of him: 1 left. him here ;-.- . 

But ſce, they've found his Wife, . 
If he lics yet conceal'd,, ſhe mult of courſe - - 1:47 


Be privy to, the\Place. 1, There Tywijn Gurl, nv: 
Xer.” Now! 1s yo. bund 2: , | FE: 
Guard. My Lord, we've left no place unſcarchr _ o IS) 


That Jealouſy can * 3 Dut Can 09 where find him : 
And when we arey bes y to diſcover Him, : . 
She call'd us Fools, and {aid we askrt her Idle Queſtions. ' of 

= So cn But this is Fro: Ipiten to me-; | -4 3072? 
The Traytreſs knows I , and therefore ſhe in brik 
Burt thus I tear the Path 43 om my Breaſt als F 4 o_6 
And in its room, take fell Revenge. and Hate : 

Bring in the Rack ! I'll try if that can make 
A Woman ſpeak her Mind. 

Alem. Tis here, my, Lord., For. Sce you that, Lady ? 

Tam. Yes, and feel it in my Thoughts. Xer. What thipk you of it ? 

Tam. That I could bear ir, Sir, t'avoid a greater pain. NXer. What's that? 

Tam. Dilloyalty ro my Husband, and my Love. 

Xer. That ſhall betry'd : Where is your Husband? 

Tam. I have hid him, Sir. Xer., Where Traytrcls ? 

Tam. 1 dare not.tell you, Six ; hebas commanded me 1 hopſd nor, 

Xer. He then Commands thee to the Torture !. 

If thou wouldſt "(cape it, ſpeak ! for I will know. 

Tam, You ſhall ! You ask to know ; xt wand 43,1 
Where I have hid my tlusbard. wet: x : 
Then I muſt tell you, Tyrant, in. my Heart, A - 4-418 nt 
Where you, nor yours can enter to remove him. E Mem. 


| (26) 
Mew. Put her to the Tryal, Sir! the Rack keeps no vecrets ; 
Women are ſo impatient of a lictle pain, Aﬀde' t> 
Thar only {qualling in their Naturat-Eabour, - C' Acrxes. 
They'll forſwear Mankind. ON 
Xer., By Heay'n, I'm pleas'd to fee her Folly rave, 
Thou talk'ſ as if the Rack were but a ſport !-Haſt rhou- 
Been ever ſenſible of any pain like this ! | | 
Tam. Ten thouſand trhmes a greater: -I have known: 
The pains of hopeleſs Love ; Nay, after that, 
The A gonies of Bluſhing to Reward 
The Man that lov'd me. 
Xer. How feehngly ſhe talks of Love, ev'n in 
The Face of Horror : Art thou not afraid of Death ?. 
\ Tam. No! This Momentfrom my Window I beheld 
Theſe rwo unhappy Wretchesrun into 
His Arms, and ſce! how ſoon they're quier:! Dearh ? 
Alas! He's now my neareſt Friend ! look here! 
I wear him in my Boſom, Sir, 
My Husband plae'd him there. Xer. Thy -Husband! To what end. 
Tam. During his Abſctice ro keep Diftionour from me. 
Xer. O the Inveterate Sfave ! Memnen, Walk unobſcrv'd 
Behind, and r<ſt the Dagger from her.. [ Afede. 
Mem. | fhall, my Lord. oy [ He fteals round. 
Tam. That Whiiper has a Mcaning I ant jealous of ; 
By Heav'n 'tis ſo! The Vitlain mieers'my purpoſe! © { Obſerving Men. 
Xer. Once more! Where is thy H 2 
Confels, and yet preſerve thy Life. | | 
Tam. Thus far 1 will confeſs : Thar I am now indeed: 
Almoſt afraid of Death ; For it evo ou my Sout,” _ 
To leave my Husbands Ruin unreveng'd ; mo 
(For I diſpair again te make him ha | 
And that the only with, that makes me fond of Life. 
Forgive me Duty, if 1 miſtake the Breaſt ; 
But great Revevge arid Love, Inſtrut me here? [ Srabs Mem. 
Xer. Diſarm her ! Scize her Slaves ! 
Fl rraſt the Tygreſs looſe no more. 
Mcm. Furys and Death, fheas reacht my Hearr. f Dyes. 
Tam. $0 may all Traytors dye! *Tisdone! + 
The Nobte Task, thar Love had fet me 
For the Remains of Life, is nobly ended; 
And now I am at lciſure for 
'The Idle Holy day of Death. - 
Xer. No fſullen Traytrefs! thou thakt be Years a dying. 
Tam. L<t me be Ages, Sir ! | 
Ner. Begin the Torture! 
Id have my Glory live fox ever ! ; | 
By Heav'n ſhe mocks my Vengeance! [They bind her. | 
Now, where axe your {miles of-Scorn, Lady ? | - | 
am. 


 XUM 


 XUM 
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Taw. Here! in my Soul, which thus contemns the Tyrant — © 
Thinking to bow it down to Baſecneſs. | 


Alaſs, my Body now wou'd fink co-th* Earth, 


With horror of yon Agonizing Tortures ; 
'But that my daring Soul, ſhoots like a temper'd Spear, 


ite through the —_— Trunk, and give it power to ſtand, 
Now orxnny Rage, ſtrip off my tr bl Fleſh, 
And when thou'ſt Piece-mecal torn theſe frailer Limbs away, 
Still ſhalt thou leave unmov'd a naked Mind 
EreR to Heaven. | 
Xer. Away! and drag her to her Fate ! { She is carried off. 
My ftern Revenge will brook no more defiance. 
Cleo. My Gracious Lord, might your poor Slave advice—— 
NXer. - Preſerve thou thy own Life, and tempt me nor, 
I tell thee Vengeance takes up all my Soul. 
Cleo. Bur yer, you ſee, my Lord, ſhe minds it not ! 
You are not thus reveng'd !— ſhe mocks the Torture, 
Now, Sir, may I Adviſe—— ]}. 3, 
Xer. Adviſe me! What? Not ev'n the damn'dcan Groan, 
With more varicty of Pain— Look there 
Cleo. I ſee, my Lord, and plainly ſee from this, 
Were ſhe in your Arms, ſhe'd feell at once, 
A greater Pain, and-you a ſweeter Yengeance. 
Mcthinks ſhe's lovely yet !. Her Charms nee Acfnged? 
Sce ! How her Snowy Boſoryheaves and ſwel 
With Inward Pains, Diſdaining to confeſs *em. 
O Miracle of diftreſsful Beauty ! 
Xer. Not yet a Groan! No Sigh ! or Tear for Mercy? 
Reveal thy Husband yet, and I forego 
My Juſtice !—— By uw Heav'n ſhe's Dumb and dauntleſs! 
See! How ſhe knaws her Lips, and/ firms her Brow, 
With ſullen Virtue ſhe ſupports her Soul, 447g > 
And bears it with ed Reſotution ! Cho. Stapendious Woman ! 
Xer. Forbear a while— [To the Executioners, 
Cleo, With half this Pain, I've ſeen a MalefaQtor 
Make the Torturer tremble with his Groans! 
Can all this Fortitude be born of Love ! 
Xer. If it be h 
What Mortal Man can Merit ſuch a Love ? 
If Love can make her ſmile in ſuch a raging Pain ? 
What muſt he do, when wrapt in real Pleature ? 
What Racks of Bliſeful mn Raptures muſt ſhe give ! 
By Heav'n they muſt be rafted ——— | 
Unloofe, and feat her by me.  {[Sheis brought in all Bluody. 
I'm now a Convert to her Undaunted Virtue. 
Thou Glorious Woman, whoſe Unconquer'd Soul, 
In {pite of Wrongs, reſolves my Rage to pity. 
For ever now, and thy Husbands Injuries 
To me, are Canccll'd and Forgiv'n, My Crown's E 2 Too 
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Too little to, Reward thy-Confſtancy;; a 1:98 yet nt yt wm 
Bur if thy Husband's Life and Safety can; |  / vo) 3 708 07 Br; 
Nay, and his Friends too, they are thine, - 97 | 
Thy Goodneſs has redeem'd 'em. yt 
Tam. Whar ſaid you, Sir ? You donor flatter me! [ Weeping. 
Xer, Search round my Kingdom for-a Wiſk, "cis thine. 
Or Wealth, or Empire, all too poor-a Gift, 
For ſuch exalted Yirtue ! Th (rn 
But ask! O ſpeak ! and teach me to be grateful! 
Tam. O my chkeer'd Heart ! Shall 1 not ask in vain * 
YNer. Speak, and enjoy thy Wifi! . wage! 
Tam. Indecd it is an humbleone: I ask 
Not Wealth or power, I -ne're was fond-pf Dignity.. 
Nature and Reaſ{on-ever taught me to believe, 
No taſte of Life cou'd be, but in the Free, 
'Th' tatire Poſletiion of the Man that lov'd me. 
Give me his Lifs, and him rhe Life of thoſe 
Unhappy Friends, his raſhnels has engag'd, 
And I am more.than happy. | "5? 
Xcr. All this I had ralolv'd unask'd ; 
Can nothing more be giv'n co.chear thy Life ?-- 
Tam. A little more, If 1 might ſpeak ! 
Xer. Speaking is to enjoy. 
Tam. Then give us leave, my Husband, Sir,: 
Our little Infant, and my (elf, with-the Remains 
Of our Inheritance, to ſeek Retirement, 
On ſome remote and unknown Clime, F 
Where Power and-Stateg miay never more | ) 
Diiturb the Peace of our unmurmuring Love. 
Xer. Draw.up a Pardon ſtrairfor Artabemes, 
And thoſe with him concern'd.in.this Conſpizacy, 
Here ! Fair one, take this Ring ! Give itthy Husband, - 
Be thatrthy Triumph, and bis Paſport: through/the World: 
Now gently raiſe, and bear her to the Palace, . ' 
And let our own Phyticians have the care of her. 
Tam, Alas, my Lord, I want no Art, ſuch words as thcſc. 
Wo'd heal a Wretch expiring of his:Weungs !. 
Q ler me kiſs your Sacred Fect, 
And thank you with my gratefnl Tears of Joy ;- ! 
Thus it mc weep, and walh your crucl Guilt away, 
Tut Gods 2:.d Men, ſtand wondering at-your Virtue ! 
Yr, Pile, Bair Creature !. Live, andenoy the Man that loves thee, 
Tem. Now you indced have rais'd me, .xais'd me;'Sir;; ' 
From Dcath ro Lite, tro Love, and to my Husband ! 
Bur haſt! Olcad me to him, e're,my Wounds are:cold, - 
That | may fold his Body intheſe Bleeding Arms, 
And print it or'c with Crimſon Chaxratters+ 
' Of Erernal Faith ! | 


YM 
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And now let baſe Detraftion bluſh-- ; -1!;, » 4/1 veto hs 
To call us Cowards, or Inconſtant Souls, - +. oh 43 cold dd 


Since ev'ry Drop that falls from me 0:94 van > Horn arerom 
May to our injur'd Sex's Glory prove, 
That Racks nor Hell could ſhake a Woman's Love. . ;  [Exit;: 


Xer. Then thou *rt the firſt that neyer could be won, 
Ard therefore only fit to feed aLove 
Luxurious as my owr:, Now follow her ; | nat © 
Seize her Husband the Moment ſhe dilcoyers him; 13's J61 
And bear him to the Scaffold. Þ 
Cleo. You gave your:Royal-Word. to ſpare him, Sir: - 
Xer. No, Fool; I gave my Word.to find him out ! . 
Juſtice demanded him, and fince;the Rack | 
Produc'd him not;; I m ight with Juſtice then 
Make uſ- of Policy ; and now-I'm both. . 
Secure of my Revenge and Love! 
Cleo. Then ſhe muſt not die, Sir ! 
Xer. Oh! no! ſhe lives, and ſhall be lov'd to Ruin !-: 
I've prov'd her Vertue now,-and find | 
It worthy of a Siege: I'll further try 
If all the moving Penitence of Love can take her : 
IF ( as I would) ſhe till refiſt that Pow'r, 
The nobleſt Way ro conquer isto ſtorm. . 
"Tis Opn the Victor Glory ! 
Oh ! what a noble Guſt will (well my Soul 
When ſhelies drown'd in Tears, and trembling in my Grafp?:: 
Nay, after my abhorr'd Poſſeſſion I'll hold her down 
With ſmiling Spite, and talk my Raptures o'er ; 
In her unwilling Ears I'll pour ſuch Tales 
Of Looſe _—_ her very Soul ſhall feel the Rape. 
And thou | 
Her wat ws be s may beg I wou'd her Life deſtroy, Th 
I'll make her Eyes confels thas ſhe partakes the Joy... - [Exit.; 


A-C:F -IV. 
The Scene, the Palace. 


Futer Xerxes attended, . a Meſſenger. offering him a Letter. 


Xer. Air on me to-morrow ! i #4 
I'm not at leifure now-for Buſineſs. X 
| Me//. To morrow, Sir, may be too late ; 
| They 're of importance, and concern 
The Satety of your Royal Perſon.. 
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Xer. 1 tdll thee, Slave, my Will's my Safery': 


When Danger dares to face me, 
I'll command ir-from my Perſon. 
Mefſ. But, Sir———— | wy 
Xer. . Nomore ! My Pleaſures wait ! 
. 4, » Enter Cleontes, 
Now, mny Cleontes ; What News from Love? 


How does Tamires bear her heavy Change of Fortune ? 
Cleo. .Oh! never, . never did the weeping Eyes 


Of Pity view-a Scene ſomournful. When firſt 


We {ciz'd, and forc'd her Hugband from her Arms, 


She wrung her Hands, and fhrick'd, and tore her flowing Hair! 


Beating her Breaſts; and in her wild Deſpair 


She broke through all che Guards, with an amazing Force, 


And ſtrain'd her. Arms once more around him. 
We. ſtrove to. part him from her Hold ; bur ſhe 


Still clung, and | claſp.d with ſuch Convullive Force, 


That from her 
Agen ſprung forth - | 
And ſprinkl'd thoſe with Pity that oppos'd her. 
Mov'd by rhat Sight, we ſtopt a whit, 

To lect her rake a ſhorr, a laſt Farewell, 


heal'd Weunds the ſtarring Blood 


Quite Breathleſs now, her Head'upon his Boſomican'd,; 


She wept, and ſpoke with dying Eyes 
The tender Anguilſh of her Soul. 
He preſs'd her cloſe, and call'd, Af Life ! 


She ſigh'd and 'd, and offer'd an Embrace ; 


Bur there, alas! her waſted Spirits ſunk, 
And left her on the Floor, expiring. 
Xer. Extravagance of Love! - 


If only to behold her parted from a Husband's Arms 


Were ſuch a mou Sight, 


OhY whar a Beautcous Ruin will her Sorrows make 


When rifl'd of her deaxer Honour ! 
She weeps and Wails ; with ſwolTn Eyes looks 


ro Heav'n, 


And chides the Neuter-Gods for their Neglect of Innocence ! 
Bur ſay! How have yoy diſpos'd her Husband ? 
a 


Cleo, While ſhe lay fainting on the Ground 


We hurry'd him to Priſon, then us'd all our Care - 


To bring her back to Life. 


Xer. Is the then recover'd ? 
Cleo. To Life ſhe is, but hardly to her Senſes. 


She ſpeaks ro none, nor minds another's Specch : 


Penuve ſhe ſits, with folded Arms, 


F xing to th' Earth her Blood-ſhox Eyes, and looks 


Tre piteous Image of true Mourning Miſery. 
Xer. How arc her Wounds ? 


Cleo. By virtue of an Arabian Plant, ſhe has 


Already loſt the Fain: They were at firlt 


Bat llighc, cho' ſmarting, 
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Xer. Uſe all the Power of Art to chear her Spirits, 
nr neg *E, | 
When you perceive ſhe is inclin'd to | genes ids” 1:5 
Let me bear of —_— Meſſ. es 5 ow Majeſty—— 
Xsr. Agen this Plague ! Whenee are-chete Lerrers? 
Me. From my Maſter, Sir, the Governor of your New-eredtcd Fort. 
Xer. ( Reads.) Hal! Hooks me here fame Rehels-arg-in Arms, 
————That you are able to inform me farther ! 
Say ! Who, whar are they? _ — 
Meſſ. Moſt of 'em are thoſe the Grecian: Ieft unſlaughter'd.. 
Xer. In Arms! m * | 
Meſſ. Yes, Sir, and in Order too + They have been 
Long us'd ro War: You Saoght 'em firſt the Trade, © 
And now they ſay; they'l# ſer up for therifeives. 
Xey. $o blune? | — oy 
Aeſſ. They talk but little, Sir ; they look their Thatights, E 
And threaten in their Silence, Neve ' Aranthes at the Head of "em ? 
Meſſ. Tſaw, and ſpoke with him. Xer. What {aid the Traytor ? 
Me. He bid me t&lVyou, Sir, Unkft the Generat: © 
Were free tro morrowg he'd bimſclf find Hands © et 
To force the Priſon-Gares. ' | 
Xer. So Reſolute ? What was their Number 7 
Me/ſ. When firſt I view'd 'em they appcar'd 
Nat above Ten Thouſand: But in Fays Hours | 
I perceiv'd 'em doubl'd. 
Xer. Hal It may be dangerous then roofar 
T* incenſe yy Power-—--' It muſt be fo! : 
Here, take the Royal Signet ; haſte, and ſtop 
The Execution of Artabanun X 
Nor is it Fear that makes me do it; 
But, on my ſecond Thoughts, | it may advance. 
The glorious Prox of my looſe Defixe : | 
(For ſhe'll believe, when I proteſt it ſo, . [ 4dr. 
That Love of her has made me piciful.) . Mes 
Beſide, the News will call-her Spirits home, + 
And make her fic ſo much the ſooner for my Arms. 
Poſt ro thy Maſter, back : Bidhim draw: out 
Thoſe Forces under his Command, 'and meerthe Rebels. - 
* Meſſ. The Rebels, Sir, are more than thrice his Number.” 
Xer. No more | But let him do't, or dic ! : 
Meſſ. 1 am gone, Sir. And if he takes my Counſcl, 
His few ſhall make their Number greater. { 4ſide. 
Xer. T'llthiock no more, ' nor my Eaſe, w 
To entertain a Thought of Toitſome Arms! 
But yet, I am not fate till theſe are quell'd—— 
Let Hood-wink'd Fortune ufc her Senſes Will t 
Man fees in vain, and does in vain e her : 
Fight, or negk 'em, ſtiit my Fares 'd; 


[ Exit an Attendam.. 
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Nor is'c in me to ſhug a future | =o «tr; tis i 
Unleſs, with Pow' Oar Hear gives we hls | mo — cr 
Yer thus to live in Doubt a Torment is };, tions 21 - — o a at 
Then Magick Art fhall-ſet, my Mind ac- Peace Conn ge CERT 

I'll ro we agi's Cave, whole Chartns ſhall prove , p 
What Fane's dign'd my Empire, and my Love... [Ex. ro 


The SCENE. changes" to the; RAT Cide qa 2" rag 


Re-enter Xerxes "4 Me er 10:5 HO 1 


Comgynrth, wha. Pow'rs On. Futuri 
Nene 49 with Pow* al Charms unlock o 


The Cabinets of Heav'n; and | pofrons ghengr | | 
The hidden Fares of Rings a8d 4 6 The, Magi- 
Haſte from your gloomy ll, and. muon, all appeer: | 
your Art to wait a Monarch's Pleaſure. ; 
aeg. Command, us;-and-pur, Art obeys. =_ 
Tell me what End my E ppire 15 decreed, 
FL I by Focs,, or Focs by mc ſhall b/ ed...:.1 cs 
Tell me what Pleaſi ſug Lin Loye ans know; : <7 11:31; bid 51H 
If Love, or Force, AT make air One bow. be or 
Exert your Art, and prove mats he pelis can do. . 
Mag. Prepare the Charm;. The Charm, muſt be - 
To Sophie}, who delights in |Harmogy., .., 7 = 
iſt 2fog. ſings: 17 ut Te | 
Sophiel ! Old Sire of Early Fate, 2 .080h in I v1T22G 


Who ſeeſt befere the Goa debaray © 1 0 hi | c++ 
That know} of yet wy we onion : 


The Fates of Uncreateid Kings, 
-. Of Mean, of Empires, and the Doom» 
Of Thouſand Thouſand Years to come-: a $07 
xt Mag. Appear ! 2d; Appeart: 3d. dhporr? [7 1-1 07 AO it 
1ſt Mag. Sophie: ol Vert o_ 20/107 
By the Moon's pale Beam,” Vee 1-126 Bk, 
T hat faintly glimmers o'er the Stygian Stream, 
Appear, Get £ on | = 
2d Mag. -Sophiel! © © ”.__* , hrs 
By the Ocean s Ebb My PI. 4 2 Sgeets 
Whoſe Hitlden Cauſe we nl & cou Bio, ER. 


Appear, ky 
34d Mag. . Sophiel!, 

By the: PE 1oalS24Foa Winds, that make 
The trembling Earth aud, Centre ſhake, 
Chorus. Appear ! Thrice ! Thrice / 11nvok &, appear ; 
Whether in Air thy Form dces ſtray, 

Or under Earth by Chartns is bound, 
Swift ! ſwift as Light ning, dart away ; 

Or fierce as Thunder, tear gbe,Grauud. 
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Sophiel ariſes in the Form of an 01d Man all in White, and ſpeaks. 


Soph. Too curious Mani! Why doſt thou ſeek to know 
Events, which, good or ill, fore-known, are 2 i 
Th' All-ſeeing Pow'r, that made the Mortal, gave 

Thee every thing a Mortal State ſhould have. 
Fore-Knowledge only is enjoy'd by Heav'n, 

And, for his Peace of Mind'to Man forbidden. 

Wretched were Life, if he fore-knew his Doom ; 

Ev'n Joys fore-ſeen give pleaſing Hope no Room, £ 
And Griefs aſſur'd are fele before they come. 

Yet looſe the Charm, be wiſe ! O ſend me back ; 

And what's decreed by Fate, with Patience take. 

Mag. Thou _ in vain to croſs our Monarch's Will : 
Whar he commands, Spirit, I charge thee Fell, £ 
Speak, or I'll bind thee in an Everlaſting Spell. 

Soph. O! ſpare me, and I ſpeak; nor blame my Care: 
I thought, in Kindneſs, I might ſay, Beware. 

Know then, raſh Man, thou'ſt loſt the happy Hour 
Which fav'ring Fate once gave within thy Pow'r. 
While thus thou liv'ſt in Thoughtleſs Luxury, : 


Slighted of Friends, of Foes delpis'd, thou'tr die ; 
In Madneſs only fam'd to late Poſterity. 

But thou in Love a ſtranger Fate ſhalt know ; 

The Fair One ſhall, bur ſhall ro Vertue bow, 

With humble Love purſue, and thou ſhalt find 
Thou arr deceiv'd, Alas! in Woman-kind. 

Xer. Spirit, thou ly'{t;; I nc'er defpis'd ſhall die : 
I'll change my Death, to prove that Fate can lye. 
Shou'd Fortune threaten what thy Words declare, 
I'd free my Soul, to be reveng'd on her. 

And for my Love, I will the Raptures know ; 

She ſhall to Love or Force, not Vertue, bow. * 
Vertue may pleafe, and give dull Souls a Feaſt ; 

But Raviſhment's a Joy for Gods to taſte, [ Exits 


{ He deſcend;, 


The SCENE changes to a private Room in the Palace. 


Enter Cleontes and an Officer, and Servants ſetting out a Banquet. 
Cleo. Diſpatch, diſpatch ! the King approaches. 
Of. I gueſs the meaning of this Preparation ! 
Bur 1s the Lady in a Condition, think you, 
To be entertain'd ? 
Cleo. Her Husband's Liberty and Pardon have re-call'd her Spirits. 
Of. Has ſhe ſeen him then ? | 
Cleo. She has: I ſaw therefirſt Meeting here, i'th' Palace. 
Of, Sure 'twas a joyful one; PO 
F {1 
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Cleo, It was, indeed ! Joyful, even to a Face of Sorrow: 
50 movingly ſheawept her Griefs away, EE 
'Twere kard to judge which ſcem'd the me Pain, 
The Terrour of his Death, or the diſtracting Joy 
Of his Return to Life : Br ev'n there ſhe fainted, 
Of. Where is her Husband naw ? 
Cleo. After the Hurry of their Jay was over, 
He beg'd her Leave to viſit brave Mardoniee ; 
She, loth to part, but more unwilling/te deny, 
Diſmiſs'd him-on his Promiſe of a. quick Return. 
That Viſit was the only thing cou'd part 'em, 
And now the King's ſecure of Opportunity : 
If in the Interim her Husband ſhould rerurn, 
Your Orders are, to give him no Admitrance. 
See all the Anti-Chambers clear'd ! Away ! ſhe's here ! [ Exenne« 
Enter Tamira alone. | | 
Tam. How tedious are the abſent Hours of Love ! 
'Lite's an unpleafing Dream when he's not with me ; 
'Tis worſe !. 'tis Death, and wiſhing to be born agen!  .. 
I am impatient of my State / When ! when, my Love! 
Sure Time ſtands ſtill, to fly rhe faſter at our Meeting ! 
Our Hours in-Love have Wings ; in Abſence, Crutches.. 
What can this'Muſick mean ?2—— :Addreſs'd rome? [Soft Muſick 
Good Heav'n ! the King ! and yet I read no Terrour $ Lover Xerxes, b0w- 
In his Looks ! Innocence ſhould never know + ing at a diſtance. 
The Guilr of Fear: I'm yet 
To thank him for my Husband's'Life / 
| 


ETo. Xerxes.} When bounteous Heav'h gives a furprizivg Joy; 

We bend our gratcful-Knees to thank'the'Gods -- | { She knees. 

Kings are their Images.: Such Thanks as Heav'n, ; 

Accepts, ( the humble All that: Man can pay,) _. 

Receive, O ſacred Prince, from me ; who, like a God; 

Have giv'n me Life reſtor'd, and:more than Life, —- my Husband ! 

Nor wou'd I have you think-that any. Power on Earth 
- But a refiſtleſs Love, cou'd e'er have forc'd. 

My honeſt Heart to brave my Prince's. Anger! 

Xey, Ay! there, indeed, thou'ft nam'd. a Motive 

That might excuſe the fouleſt Crime, 

And waſh it-fair as Innocence ! 

Unconquerable Love ! Oh, who can brave his Power ?- 

A Power !: that braves.the eldeſt Law of Nature: 

Ev'n Self-defence is loſt, where he exerts his Sway : 

For, who'd not. rather die in Proof of Love, 

Than ſuffer. Life, untaſting of: his Joys ?. 

When, Fove cxeated Love ! 

He made a greater (50d than Fove ! 

Hadi thou deſign'd the Ruine of my-Empire 

Ar. Love's Command, 'cewere Treaſon not t'obey 1+ 


From: 
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Fromgim alone our Hells or Heav'n we prove : 
He bids the Damn'd deſpair !=- the Happy, love ! 
Tam. Defend me, Heav'n ! Whither wou'd he drive ! { Agde. 
Xer. Riches, Ambition, Glory, Pride, may boaſt 
Their ſeveral Charms to raiſe our Souls aloft ; 
Yer from the Height of all their towring Thoughts, 
When on the eager Stretch to kiſs the Skies, 
Thus do we ſee 'em lur'd to Farth, like me, 
And reſt their weary'd Wings upon the Hand of Loye! [ rakes ber Hand. 
Why doſt thou turn away ? Is it ſuch Pain 
To be belov'd! to beador'd! [ Kneels, 
Can Penitence and humble Tears offend thee ? 
The Gods are not averſe to thoſe. ** We kneel 
To. Heav'n, and taſte of Mercy! 
O why! why! didſt thou take an Angel's Form, 
Without the Softneſs of an Angel's Mind ? 
Canſt thon not pity me? 
Tam. Alas! it is not in my power: 
Still as my Thoughts = ſoft, my Husband ſteals 'em from me! 
And he's ſo greedy of the Joy, he ſtrips my Soul, 
And leaves me cruel to the World beſide. 
Xer. Becruel till, yer will I ſtill love on: I have 
Conſider'd all the vain Impoſlibles of Deſpair, 
Yet have reſolv'd to uſe no other Help but Love! 
But ſuch a Love ! fed with ſo foft a Flame! 
So fond of Miſery ! ſo impotent of Hope ! 
It muſt be inoffenſive to the chaſteſt Ears ! } 
Tam. Why do you hold me like a frighted Dove, 
That trembles in your Hand, and murmurs for its Marte ? 
"Tis moſt Inhumane to be cruel 'cauſe you may. 
*'Tis true, I am your Slave, and in your Power. 
Xer. Behold, I throw ic off! Be free : I ſcorn 
All Power but humble Paſſion, | 
Which thus diſrobes the Purple King, 
And ſtrips him to the (tarving Lover. 
But ſhall I, muſt I ſtarve before ſo fair a Banquet ? 
Tam. I have no Room 
To entertain another Gueſt. You may 
Diſturb my Love ; but never can be welcome ro't. 
Xer. I'll bring with me a tender fighing Heart ; 
A Lover's Heart, that bleeds, that languitſhes, 
And dies, to make me welcome. 
Tam. Give it to thoſe that ſtarve ; on me 'tis loſt ; 
I, in a faithful Husband, have Ercrnal Plenty. 
Xer. Husband's the groſſeſt Food of Love ; 
The Ignorant and Vulgar have their Share of him : 
The poor contented Drudge of idle Nature ; 
Cheaicd of Bliſs, to be the Tool of Propagation. 
| F 2 But 


| (36) 
But didft thou know the Joys a Lover brings,” / 11 4s tg hr 
Thus wouldſt thou claſp me,jn; thy willing'Arms. - [ Embrace? her, 
And, mad with wild, Defire; confeſs -  : | Ha 


Thou haſt been fed, bur-never knew'ſt to taſte before. 
Tam. Strike! ſtrike me deaf, ye Gods! O Violence ! 
To the Ears of Vertue !| - | es of | 
Xer. Vertue's the Bane of Bliſs, and while it checks: 
The Husband's Love, Love leaves. the Lover free. , - - 
The Miſer Husband ſtarves a generous Flame ; 
He thinks you laviſh, when you moſt are kind ; 
And even fears to ask 
What with a Looſe the happy: Lover takes. 
He's ſtill impatient of unknown Delighe ;- * .. 
Begs with unſated Longings to improve the Bliſs ; 
And adds, by asking, to the Store of Love. 
By Heav'n, ſhe muſt be mine ! my Soul's on fire / 
And while I graſp her thus, ſhe muſt diſſolve, or burn ! 
She melis ! ſhe pants ! her Conſcious.Eyes confeſs the Joy, 
And ſparkle from her Flames within / ey of | 
The God of Love lays proſtrate all. her Charms, KL 
And thus I ſeize her, yielding ro my Arms. [ Eagerly embracing her, 
Tam. Tyrant ! 'tis falſe Teither melt, or burn: 
Exerting thus the Strength of Innocence, 
I daſh thee from thy Luſtful Hopes for eyer / | Breaking from him. 
Stand off ! approach me not ! for if thou doſt Io# | 
By all the Wrongs of my undaunted Love, 
Theſe Hands, reſolv'd with horrid Force, 
Shall tear my guilty Eyes away, and paſh 
The recking Balls upon the Ground before thee. 
Xer. Why then the Spirit ly'd 
Thar faid, 1 was deceiv'd in Woman-kind. 
I knew my Hopes to conquer thee were vain; 
I now deſpair, and that ſecures my Pleaſure / 


Women that yield to Love, or vile Reward, WD -_ 
Are Things below the Paſlion of a Monarch's Soul : bee IM 
Burt ſhe that can, like thee, be deaft to Power, | Ee 


To conquering Love, yet bear the Rack for Love, 
She is, indeed, a Banquet for the Gods ! 
Fil be their Taſter now | oe fore DIET 
And ſerve up in Raviſhment to them. 
Hadſt thou ſubmitted to my eager Love, 
Perhaps in Heat of Blood I had enjoy'd thee, 
And after left thee like a common Thing, 
Deſpis'd and hated for thy cafie giving, 
Tam. O happy iſhouyhrt ! he reaches me to 'ſcape him ! 
Forgive me, Love, if nyw I ſeem the Thing 
Thar Love ſhould mult ibhor, [ Aſide. 


- But when our Cruelty has done its Pais: 
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Xer, Now, where's that Hand will hurt tliofe Beauiteons Eyes 2 7 
Srive not ! nor thinkrhy Criescati move: yetdo! * |'Seizing ber Hands. 
Reſiſt me till ! ſtill Curl my hated Flame |! 
'Twil burn the fiercer when oppos'd : 

Methinks thou art not cold, as I could wiſh. 
By Heav'n, I'll grind thy fullen Hate to Love, 
And glut my Vengeance with-abhorr'd Poſleiſion. - 

Tam. . 'And why. Abhorr'd'?' 5 Smiling... 
Can there be Horror in" ſo ſweet a Pleafure ? 

Can Force be necdful tothe yielding Fair ? 

I find, you think me, whar I ſeem'd,; all Ice! ; 
Ah! lictle! little do. you know of :Womankind ! 
Our Lives! Our Thoughts ! Our very. Souls are Love. 
Our Tears are Softneſs, and our Coyneſs Fear; 

Our Frowns AﬀeCted, and out: Smiles decoying ; ; 

Our Hearts are Tender, and-our Tongues belye 'em ; . 
Our Wikhes ſecrer, and our Eyes'betray*em : 

We muſt be Cruel, c're we can. be _ 

And uſe Reſiſtance to be more Defir'd:: 


And kindly prov'd how Ill the Wretchcan bear,” pit © 

Then ! Then! Our Joy's ſecure—A look can cure Diſpair! Lioks Wwantons- | 
Xer.. Amazement! niet ly on him. - 
Tam;. You thought perhaps, becauſe I'bore theR: Nuck,. 

Thar I could only bear an Husbands Love: 2. 

Alas! I ſuffer'd that in ſpite ro you.,- , 

Not love to him : For you: werethen'my Foe! 

My Intereſt Brib'd me there to ſuffer : 

My ſtollen Pleaſures now are'all ſecure, . 

The Rack has fix'd my Reputation fair, 

It now ſhines out with ſuch a glaringLight, 

It blinds:the Eyes of Jealouſy. 

By Heav'n I know, were you unkind; or baſe, - 

And ſhould divulge the Joys, I now reſolve to give, - 

(So fair my Honour ſtands) it wou'd not be beliey'd.:. 
Xer. Nay, then the Spirit did not lye: Far I 

Confeſs, I'm now decciv'd in Womankind..: 
Tam. And why deceivid? . 

Cou'd you believe theſe Eyes, 'the Stars of Love 

Were fixt ? Not Planets wandripg round. the World * 

To ſearch and taſt of ſweet Variety ? 

A Husband'sL ove! periſh the ſtupid Wretch, 

Whoſe Heart once fir'd, ſeeks notto burn for ever, 

And has an Husbands Fuel to Maintain the Flame? | 

I ne're could find it ſo: For me ! I own? 

An Hundred Eager Lovers have ſupply'd his room, - 
Youth's form'd to melt, and Charm a Womans Heart; . 
While he abroad has fought his Country's Dauſc, | 
I've ſtill bcea raiſing Love Recruits at home, Xer.- 


F 
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Yer. "By filmy Hopes a Strampet! MH 2201 2905s 
. Tam.  Butall the Conqueſts,' that my Eyes have wor, 
| ArePoor and Low, Compar'd to-you:. To make *" | 
| "The Monarch of the World Diſpair, and Weep ! 
' "Is ſomething ſure beyond the Power of Love: 
It Prides my Soul, to think my Frowns hare force, 
And charms me now, to dreſs my Heart it Smiles. | 
Xer. Thy Frowns'were Smiles to me : Thy Smiles: are common c 
A Monarch cannot Feed, on what has pall'd his Slaves. 
Tam. 'You ſeem uneaſy, Sir, permit-me touch your Hand, 
To taſt your Killes! Now you're grown.ſo.cold. 
Xer. Gods! That a Sttumper cou'd appear foiChaſt ! 
"Why did 1 form fuch Monſtrous hopes, to:raſt 
A Woman's Virtue—"Tis Nationall! ::.- ': 
Lewdneſs and Life, are what they take together : _ . 
Tam. And why! Is that a Name to Fright you ? 
"Why did you woo, unleſs to win my Love ? - 
How cou'dI yield, unleſs I rurn'd a wanton ? 
Xer. But thou'rt ſo Foul, I loath thee: 
With loofer Beauties to delight my Blood; 
| Such as will ſell their Honour for a Price, 
I'm honrly (ery'd, and pall'd! *Tis Vulgar! No! 
My Hqpe was here—— 
C. 'Totaft thy Beauty, andthy Virtue too : 
But know, that Royal Appetite's above - | 
'The Handled Offals of a Common Love, _ 
| "Thy Virtue Tainted, thou haſt lo thy Charms; 
1 now condemn thee to thy Husband's Arms : 
But fince thy Luſt my Furious Love has tam'd, 
As a Reward, take all my Guards inflam'd-: 
Or if they fail ro lake thy looſe defire, ; 


Tam. Gods! can it be? Is then the Face of Vice, 

' 'So loathſome ev'n tothe Vicious ? 

Triumph you Guardian Powers of Virtue { 

And kt your Caſe ef Innocence this Day, 

To your Eternal Glory be Recaxded ; 

For this Eſcape ſhall tell the World a Tale, 

# To make your Precepts more ador'd, than ever. 

S The looſcr Beauties now ſhall blaſh co hear, * 

| In what diſgrace their lewd Embraces are. 

| A Tyrant Luſtful, and Debauch'd with Power ; 

' In ſearch of Bliſs, an Humble Paſſion wore, 

| Conceal'd his Luſt, his ſlighted Crown threw by, 
' And only hop'd from Loves Authority : 

TW Burt when he found his ſubtleſt Art was Vain, 

Unvcil'd his Soul, ang ſhew'd the Brute again. 


2 - 
a [DIET ESD - —_ 
1 Ll ati THE Gs. fo OUS os PAS AAA TOS a ROI Tong SIC. mee ” 
- os 4 P » " .” 


- 


' Sol am free, fer all che World on fire. {Exe Xer. 
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The Trembling Nymph Inſpir'd, for ſuccor flies. 
To looſe Ds ſafe in har foul Diſguiſe, 
She Palls his Flame, he ſtarts, and dooms her Back oa 
To all, that Life can give, or happy,Lovers take. [Exits Ar awethiy Deer, 


——_— 


ACT YV. 
SCEN ; The Palace. 


Enter Xerxes Attended. 


NXer. " _ all ch*unmeaſur'dBoynds of Wild Delight,.. 
I never =_ could raſt ſubſtantial Joy,. 

Or know one Pleaſure more than Common Men. 

If I indulge myAppetite, I'm cloy'd;: 

Uneaſy now, with what I lately long'd for : 

If when my Blood is high 1 rake Beauty, 


—_— 
—_—_ 


Tlooſe the Bliſs, becauſe my Power-Commands ; . 


The Peaſant there takes more delight than I 
That Travels through Diſpais to ſweet Polſefon. . 
When Deafto-Injuries, I make my way 
Through others Ruine, 
Stern Conſcience ſtops me ſhort, and will be heard;.. 
She keeps me waking, when the World's at Reſt, 
And ſtuffs my Pillow with a thouſann& Thornes!: [A ſhout 86a diffiincee- + 
Ha! what mean thoſe ſhouts! theyſaund.of Mutiny ! 
Enter Cleontes baſtily. 
Cleo: Arm! Arm, my Lord! the City's ina Tumult;., 
Aranthes having forc'd the Priſon Gates, 
Has freed .Margonius from the Dungeon, 
Who drags his Chains. along the Crowded Streets, 
And calls '*em brave Rewards for Loyalty. 
Xer. Inſulting Traytor ! 
Cleo. Another Party here pfroduc'd a Rack, 
Stain'd with the Blood-of fair Tamirg's Wounds! : 
Here in another place 
Three dzad Virgins, whom you -hadlately Raviſh'd,:, 
In ſpiceful Pomp were carried round the Streets... 
To turn the Peoples Hearts againſt-you ;. 
And I much fear, their Fury will be fatal-. 
Xer. Meer they no Oppoſition ? 
The Magiſtrates, do they ſtand Idle ? 
They:r out indecd,; bur ſhew an HoRow-heartcd Poway 
Unarin'd, and unreſolv'd ro quell 'em: 
'Cis ſaid that A4rrabanus too, 
Is raiſing Friends to Join 'em.. 
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Xer, Lethim, Mardonius/and Aranthes be preſcrib'd, ) 4 9\.1 
Set on each Head an Hundred Talents: of PG | ; 
Mean while, to make theRabbel ours; Yer !em- {0 0 HT 
Mave Jeave ro-Þlundet every Rebels Houſe, 2 v0 0 4 2 I 07 


Then ſet 'em all on Fire. 

if Children, -Wite-or Servant there have ſhelrer, © oo 

Ler none efcape, but bury all in Flames. ; 

Allarm the Guards! Bar up/the Palace Gates, and follow me. [ Exit. 


The SCE NE: Changes to, the-City. 
[ Enter Mardonius in Chains, Aranthes Bearing his Sword, Magiſtrates 


: and People ſhauting.. | 
Aran. Fellows in Arms, and you my: Friends of Peace, RS 
Both equally epprefs'd beneath a Tyrants'Yoke, ' | 4 
Behold our Liberty in Chains ; ea F-0 


This Loyal Arm and Head Hutied in Wounds, 

And watching for our Countries Peace and Honour, 
Half ſtarv'd, and Fetter'd like a common'Traitor ; 
Unask'd, and unadvis'd of you, have we preſum'd 
( Preſuming firſt, you'd not:condemn the Aion) 
To force the Priſon, and ſet free this Man, 

Free from a Tyrants Power, bur'ſtill in Chains; 


| If you pronounce *'em worthily _ ON, 


Him, and his Sword to your diſcretion we ſurrender, 
To arm, to execute, or free himſelf and you. 
Is it your Will he be remanded back, 
To end his Life in ithameful Bonds ? | 
-Or ſhall he take that Sword, inur'd to Aﬀtion; 
And lead you forth to brave Reyenge, and Liberty ? | 
People. Arm him! Arm him ! Liberry ! Liberty ! &c. CThey give him 
Mar. If ſupple Words 3 the Sword and 
My Noble Country. men mnſt ſpeak my Thanks : unbind him. 
I ſhall appear ungrateful for this Truft Repos'd : | 
If Blows have Eloquence, T'll be a Talker: 
Ler it ſuffice, thar I am free and Arm'd. 
Not my own Wrongs; bur yours fhall edge my Sword, 
Your Liberties Infring'd, your Rightrs deſtroy'd, - 
Your antient Glory Fon jn Sloth and Tyranny ; 
Your Ranſack'd Houſes, and exhauſted Treaſure, 
Your Tender Virgins, and your Wives deflower'd, 
The publick Wrongs, and poor Tamira's Rack, 
Are Stings too venom'd, not to fwell Reſentment, 
Ev'n to your Wiſhes Height ! Once more, I'm Yours ; 
Let Heav'n but ſmile tho' Per/ia's Head lye low, | 
I've yer an Arm tAvard the Tyrant's Blow. 90 Exeunt, 
Omnes. Liberty, &c. | x | 
_ 


Enter 
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Emter an Officer, mw Seaman achy. YA £ 


Offi. Here Gentlemeay. tf mal 
Place your Selves at the Corner of this Street, - 3 Xz1-oT 
While 1 go privately to the Houſe; | vol 44.1 gaigaaW 
If we can bring hisLady ſafely to 0" | -154 1 2wiaV YO 
He'll not be wanting to Rewar$our v 10% v7 244 of H $hant. bn 


Hark! the Tumult's near ush: {1 ! © uw 2237 2ichs v 
Ha! What means yon Glaring Light! loſecrts ſotne Fitel rad efourm £E 
By Heay' n! the Houſe of Artabans: all in Flames! ot ! © 
Nay, 'tis the ſame!!-I know it by the Portal! 4bok ! L.-.2 
Look ! How the Rabble ſcramblefor the Plunder ? 1:74) nav 
What thanklefſs Care they rake to fave—- 1% baton aol 
The Place and Furniture {| ſee how ſotne venture | nf 1 
Burning to be Rogues, and yet wauld Tremble ns iis 8] | 
Should an Honeſt Cauſe Require *em. 122042 BO 

[ Rabble within. ] Away with hexya@*c, 0 

aſt. Sold And ſee the Torrent Rowles this way. 1} =ai-tarig of 

Off. Ha! By Heav'n the Lady cont iTariita: i - 'E1 ei:13 Poy oY 
And her Child rudely Drag'd along the Streets. :/ 

(Within. ] Away with her 1-10 the Palace ! tothe King! ans may with ber 

1ſt. Sold, Whar'sto be done? We are nonumber to 0 em... 

(07/2 Let us run back to Artabanns, and it | 
Poſhble, bring bima-down to hexRehiet, | | bit ar! 
Before they: carey her ok the Kiog ! Run,... bl 2 35) 9 
They are upon us.; af 25107 1 QA 9 if Eubeve... 

Enter Tamira TR: 1berHoir-and Chaths bed. the Rabble. bi 

Mp. yoo op PRI 64 | xi? yas 03 

Tam. O Barbarous Cruel Mens 1 Lins itz | 
If you are Men, be rouch'd with-kjuman.Pitey! 31. i! al yas !a2zurd) 
If you: {cek take:mine, bur ſpare! [i vows | 1 gon nit 
That harwlefs |, Fear}not my Heartſhrings from mel; POO anil 
You once were Yonpgan ues A nega 
And now perhaps have Childr 


= 3 "Y 


Creelbands,. | my Ds = 


O ! Could you bear to fee 'emgOrn 

From off their tender Mothers Breallſ: 25; 14 ooo” Lis v a; 0 154T 

Wou'd it not make you Bleed, andzeas: yourikiair, 7 104 9t4630G 11 21 

ys pierce the Heav'ns with your; ſhreiking,$0rrows 2. ht is o'r Oh 10 
Rake .Comel tayrgive hey thÞ Chyldy irbag one ws" 4; & 18 WP 

No hart, and will do us no good ! e:9H4 © | ul 


\B, Rab, : The Child's my lawtukRlunder, and 'T will gong ahh 
Tam. f Knee ling. Dear Sir, You-daghrWwikh E366 of; Mercy 00 meg. 
If you have Powe Gampmangs; if-Piryipeak Ripafairys ! Pnord wk 


So at your latcfjflpuy a); ucch {Mien One 109 1 ! blo vat 
Of Heav'n, as now you ſhow ir me. A 7; 167) ic Tit as” 2; ou bak 


But ſee! His Bloody Arm iS L © flop, ; 1£1:3 471 65s A MM 
'The Fatal Blow! O hold! For picy.bald ! $3010 1 & A 4 al 
See, Sir, I've that will charm you t ions; io —_ I ba3ll 1i4 9802 y6d 10 
This Diamond Takes it from ber Boſom, 4 


C4) 
2 Rab. ay! Thar Diathondroninene— + AO mr. 0v\8 L p 
Tam. The firſt dear Pledge of my Tabapyy Loves: Ras. ai 

Torſave a more Endearing 
Weeping I beſtow you: Sis all 7h" World” [293 0') 

Of Value I have left me: bed ei | = 

And were 1 Rtarvin ing now for wane! wo l G1 Wo © 

IF: this were only left ro-feed me, wou'd I e,. | 

So much beyand my: Life t/prize 4s worth! LON TT 

Burt oh! fofar beyond 'em both I love my Child: 

2. Rab. Ay! now I feelttice Woman! mop po 
Tam. Here, Gentle Sir, and with it. take. 

Ten Thoufand Prayer — Sir— 

2. Rab. You muſt have no Child; rill Fave fuck morher Diamond: 
Tam. By all my Woes lam a Beggar!” 

You cannot be ſo Cruel to refuſe me now 3; 

Believe me !. ſearch ! rake all !- ſtripe 

To pinching Cold, to every ching but ſhame. . 

Tear off this Idle Robe, it misbecomes me-/: 

While that render Infant needs ir: | -/ 

! 1:31 :Rab.' 'Plhah1. away with her !: muſt we ftand to Hear? 
A Woman Prare ? 
2. Rab. Ay! Ay! away with her! ee: | | 
Tam. My Child ! © Savage Creatures1: TT #be Fellow, 
Om. To the King, to the Palace! Crpabiicicr the Ground. 
Toam..'vila!}. The King ! Not all your force hall dra rag tie 5. 

Thus wilt 1 Daſh the Ground; 'and tear-s Pathage * © 

To eſcape him ! Fierce Thunder firikeive tothe Grave !- 

Gape Earth, and-take me living down toHlorror ! 

Torments! any Hell ! Bux Life and Shame! O'! | 
Omn. Drag her ! away with her, G6 e E7ey drop ber by-the Hoi. 
Tam. O Cruel! Cruel Mem ( bey ave : 

Emter Mar ira, and their Party. 
Mar. What means this ſixange:/Diſorder Friends? 

Why ſwarm you thus like angry Beesunhiv'd, © 

That ting in wild Revenge, or Friend; or Foe ?'/ | 

Is it becauſe you want a RENT | 

Or do you blindly ferve-ra Tyrant's Wilt | 

Why is this Woman'rudely; I alonge! I boſe bis as half "oy 
Tam. ei 5a OR Helpho _ n 
Mar.. Now by my ! Tomira. i TTbey Raiſe ber 
Tam." Nour ny Brave Murdowins | / | ws 
Mear.. Protect !. Yes, idnd/Rei 6'thee'r00; Villiaehe+- 7 - 76 ot 
Tam. Hold 1 conjare you Udld-— ' Good Sir, be mild, 13! 3 06 

And ſpeak. 'em _ or that Revenge L 20 419 

May'colt me dearer, than my Life==my Child! __ C1 40 
Mar. Ha! Foregothe Infant; Slaves t | 

Or by the lifted Fury of As * 
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( 43) «ae. 
Tam, Oh! do not fi ap Sek, fel: they're merciful rift 25: 
And kind ! they will rethe Heb They « dews the 
_ bg C wes thin lence, you Hounds! 3 ; whech runs 
You hun e that run at | - i#to ber Mims, © 
Whence Mi hd Sics Halloo ! | 
Is Innacence your Game ? Hence ! © 7ourKenngh Dogs! | a fo 
Omn. Fly! Fly! &c. | Beass 'ews off, 
Aran, Let 'emrun on, chey's are not worth p uit, | 


Their Fear will ſoon 
Tam. But mh $.my Lenk 3 my drrahonass vie! 
Why is it he's not with youl!, . - 
_ _—_ - Red him +4 my join us, 
We lent to Wt occahoues VU 1.3C 
And every Moment wait his Anſwer. | 
Aran. And ce, Sir, the Meſſenger is returr'd?.  * : 2. 
Emter gn Officer. | 44) 
Mar. Now ! Have you {cen the General ? | | 
Of. My Lord, | found him Poll on » Hl Hill | HT 
Without the City ; - 
From whence, Enrag'd, he ſaw his Houſe in Flames, 
And led his Men with Fury down to join poue 1 
As he was Marching on, att 
An Officer (whom juſt before h' had ſens | 
To find, and bring his Lady to him}; - ” 
With breathleſs haſte Inform' d -himthat the Rabble,.: 3:1197 14lg 
Were that very moment dragging her 49ithe Palace; rib) / * 
At this he Trembl'd, _—_ EO Sg 3: lo)? +111! tot] 38 
But on a ſudden, ſtarting from-theFirt: | 
He March'd his Numbers in diſorder 7 hates 136 
Straic on toth' Palace, reſolving there & iii; i 
= yu che Guards, to _ or Reſcue hw, vw [,04) Bout ? ole ih £ 


- d rhis dela 2m, 3 ; b'ozt 2iaf hog — $594 C3. 
Yar.” It Tim'd and da —— Error kh... 


But hat! away again, and.ic ev mow 
His Tamirs's ſafe with INem— If he ſhau'd d farco. 


The Guards, he runs.into, / ORLLLL Lal | 
Tam. O! Fly before Ly depnce meets im. 704 HUG Ex. en 
Mar. Some 0n before ro ſtgp,cghe Fixer::r 1 ut W 2 : 

Tamira be your Care gfranches, | 

While I with theſe 1 ch Ra nos, Gs | Ex, Tam. and Aran 

Enters pag) KU 33 145% au 
Ofi. Arm! Arm! 92 O77! 2 v 
Mar. How now Soldier ! 
Off. My Lord, they faintly 3 2 
Mar. Where is he? @j1id biotin fc) 21 co rd mend 
Ofi. This Moment Storming at che Palace Gate, | - 13 5 1907! ail 
I left him there demanding his T amiye, ) 6 9 notmoegrntioy) col 213 en tf 
Angthreatning if refus'd, to bury it in Aſhes. 


( 44) 
At which the King in mad Reven FrOeD def] ee 
Threw him an Handkerehief? al Fe to, Sas 4 ey 
Ant'ery'd, cake there ! as Monks that's fe” " = 5 
@fithy Temirs how, the teſt 75" Cold. 2126 Bode 
Swell'd: with that Sight, he flew with Fury, on the Guards, | >" 
And now Impatient of Reve K like Wildfire throws : x 
Deſtru&ion round him -f6r a Tim 
Bur muſt atlaft Expire, and ler his curious Fors ** > 

With ſafe Amazemerit;' ' view the wondrous Ihdll that held, it.” 
Alas ! I fear you'll be too lare: But yet © = 7 
There's Hope in haſte, ty L6#d; wr AC this Flood of Ruin. | 

Mar. O Faral Error ! on rQ the Palace * March !. . -  _Exennt. 


SCENE The Phlice 


An Allarm is beard, feteral-rus or e the Stage, and Kenna as Diſorder 


Omn. Fly! Fly! they are Entring ®rhey*are upon us: Fl Exeunt. 

Xer. Confuſion ! How the Saver fortiin me! 8 þ 
They've caught me in«tic Snare! 'Nor can-I ou "em now. 

Let '"emgoall! I'll ftand the ſhock none? , 

The fearful Stag at Bay will Fight; 
Will dye reveng'd upon his Hanters';. 
And the fierce Lyon's wilder in the Toil : 
Shall Danger ſhake a Monarch's Soul 2 - 
Now by my Crown's Right Royal Alder 
I will not fall! Whar Haa!!'\ my Beavers 

1' lf put the Godhead on,van@ Deltiny «> nts 2 
Shaf rear her Idle Scrolls of Faredecredl ; © - + _ 
For ſhe has wricten falſe of me ! 1 will:nbe ve 
Nor ſhall my Focs have power to-Face-me!' - - + © 
Thus with this Awful Front, W212 2 oe! Mauls 4 
rope Loy COnTngg >< TR 44a). ectel 
And Frown 'em into Fear! -—Thou _— c'd Slaye' ont & Clo 

1. My Lord, po 

So y Lord, Your Guards arc 
-The reſt Revolred all to Artabanus,-- I SLOT 
Who like a Deluge, with his Force counts ea _— 

a&#0 tc him Rowlon!' mir c925t 19056 21 1 ie 
He meets a Rock will ſtand unmov*#hivRoat!: | FW" AR 
And daſh him into Dew. «—F8habhþ Mehta. -Aqgodg 

114. «x 2 £1 Enter Artabanus Profng badk bis Followers: oh. 

Art. On pain of Deathitet'no-Man follow me? 

Xex. How dareſt thou Slave ! ma" | 
With that Rebellics:F Kihg, 106 vort 

ity 2. LI Voip Q3C 


- 
. 
bk, 


areTonfromrty 
Or Tempt the Vengeandeif a waking; De? 
Arr. When Kings are Caſt in Molds ae oe 
We find their Actions Great and:Þiful : : pI TLC FELOGR « 
Pirysthe Noblcſt Compoſition of a God." | METEIMETTES 


XUM 


.Or if a nearer 


CS) 
But cho haſt none ! No foft Compatiion &y 


Tygers and-Wolves, to thee, wTTANr 17” / 
The ruful Flag g pr ims : 
ame can reach thee—— Devit = 


ueki thee. "_ | 
"BS hy Handkerchief. 


, 
x " # ” 
i : Z F 


Xer. Traytor 

Art. From any Mouth bur, this, wou'd Thock n my Soul. 
Or if T ama Fraytor tonaks4 —- 
Ev'n thoſe juſt tre Wi ve! me Vette” OE a8 
When they id the Wrongs that rais j my Ay _ 
Will ſure allow, I was not prompt tg - | 
Not. eaſily diſlo d—— el AA Ain did-its part: ,* ” ; | 
If held, it ſtru | A. 
Bur here's a Force would NA Freak he og Ha Hold: nu: 
And turn ev'n Pity to Revenge and — a 
If yer the Horrour of the Deed pare” 
Has left-thee Temper, ſpeak ! Whar had the Fouy- Wm 
Tamira done, to merit ſuch .aDcath ?, ws 
Why haſt thou kill d_-” 
The tendreſt Mother,” and the'fofteſt Wife yi 

Xer- But that I know to *s will g4l! chy Hearr; . 


Fd-ſpurn thee, Traytor, for- mand; . 
_— to ask a Reaſon of thy Monarch's Will © * 


a God, to Thunder-ſtrike ES 
bn thee, Slave, 1 bang, Et Wh. 


And then ſhe was unfic for Life ; tan ar 
Nor cou'd I brook to let her TIT Tab. a, "1 


After the Stamp of Royal Love wa CEN wy 5 P 
Arr*O favage ! bloody Thrant) pl Fen of FW | 
Has numm'd my Senſes, and dro vrother Since, mY 
Xer. Now, By my GloriourBy kcies, Ap reorad 
My Words have iq 14 ge OY | 
They're ſomething wear on : "_ $ 4 | 
To fre this hardy Solder py ” "YT 2 
He weeps ! he dies !/— EN mma. oO. 
Art. And art thou dead 2-Our Tane-Lovs FT Ng Py 
— No yy - WR__s 1 Turchel! ? er | e-petyr 96:11 
Nor need I this to my Tears, nk 00007 ASH"! ped 
The Thirſt of Veagner rogeoir S plbog 01 16H"! 
And.drinks'em faſter than they flgy——— TY ny SY 
Hear, hear me, Gods! Revenge Yolr Heide pron; he "ties! 4 
And as the Cauſe, the wgefut Caliſe; 3spours, | 
So from this Arm ( your-not-unwilling * « £2) I | be 


Hurl ſwift Deſtruftion to the Tyrarit's 
A@9..1 haghtaral-chat Fate mrs ojne On; frog! D aa 


And if thy Lite's a Pain, (as, Bel's (pie J,* 
Thus Hand to. Hand oppos'd, pin Never om bo. 
A Nobler Form ta Face thee —_— f1 1 


b_ "= * 


; 4A - . . $1 $ + +4 P . 
= 
4 Ll . 
ak Art. . 


Art. " Now, By, the Sun's nf hes, 


I racet thee rarthy R: "ar Wei 9s 
OH? Fe50A thank thee that POTTER Be pg, top rngeabÞ 
Tm Manly Fury in thy Eyes 1raplport Porres, me * Las Wot: 
T the Noble Front of Honour in my lew, | : mw | 
ightens my Reye! UE tte | 
They fgbt ; Fay fi wo Paſi Xerxes ſpeaks 
Xer. ConfuſGon ! How he dalliey wirh wy FA 


*Bur thus 1 pour it all at gnge*.. 

And certain ſend thee - Shades” we abs $ wall at 
Art. Arid thus the Gods, re-paythee———— ;. __ \\{ Borb: feb.” 
Xer. Faries ! and Hell ! They ve {tru —_ ore 


j 7 « x Pp 
1.36 2 02 0 Vs 5 | b; Ow 19143 0121. 


Burt if there be Hereafrer, .I'll reve 1d pliow ©: ; 
"Rebellion from the a, Sliades” 479K 07 Tl 


And give 'em freſh Alarms of 'War”” 55G ooh, mg! ; 


More dreadful than their puny Giants ; ki 

The deſperate Fiends, by Og io Freedom In, | 
Shall daſh their Chains againſb their yn =P [of 
And ſhake their Heav'n to Horrqur Shs 


My gufhing Blood flows inward to my; Pp | | _ Ir fl 
tis = ad f:1 1 


And drives our Life before it /, Mig Y '* 
I amnotdying ! No! I'mw | ©? 20111 
And now will ſleep for ever NON BE he - [ Dies 
Art. When I behold:this Sight, Tet POET 112 nadhs Nan 
; !Death-cannot be more terrible ; M201 3RoD iow 21 nods bio 
'His Hand. is on me, and his Loo SG. ad 35 01-4 TP 2 7 
'To be no more, is now to bel Wi <0. x ,vO3 
+Oh, for a Pricn Witneſs of my « {Hark {c'- | 44 Gunpe. 
My Fortunes: 11 hear*em coming./... 2 


Emnter Mardonius and his P | 
'Oh !-welcome Friend! _ My, En 


See there-the Wounds bf Per he, 
By me he fell, and poor Ln 'Eag 
ts Horrour on Horrour! TRAY F 
And comes with, cager peer A ; 20! | LEED 
Oh! aye ty boo Ef £9 59M thus ome ond TI On 
Art. What means my Friend ? amira ex]; 921 2001 
Mar. "Run !” Haſte, and tell:her NEG | 
Tf ſhe would ſee her Husband, 1 Gxi « Soi. 
Alas, my*Frend ! T hand, Re cnRAD + 29a fl \n | | 631 
Was only by the heh cthroxwyn to galhes: wy 
Thy poor Tamira lives! This Moneat: Arg d along 


By. Pegy e Rabble, I __ hes Bu: 3 7 uſe 13 wt | Li 
Burhark? Aram bes;brings he Flefroa!,” 7] ; 14 Tramp ar 4 Upon. 
O Cruel! Gods!” Can ys mos le if ang Hour , Y ) y ef U bei 


8! 70 a departing Lover! 


4 
a» +4 # Wu 


' Art. Gricvenot for me! Giveto my. \Wifz thy Tears ; Fi __ 
| Shell necd a Friends Compaſſion; Ler not her Sorrows *© 


EY . ( For 


——— OC— — 


— 


(For know ſhe'll motrn my Fg) be 
Her lictle Infant ire fome FY g'." | 
1 charge her, live for that——— _ * 
Tay me NEE Rn, ao let Her know; ny 
My late a ou 
4 Ns 'more than = OS bt 
Mar. He's ! OFreedom _ bought ! 


Unwelcome Peace ! Without the Life th ve it; 
fmournful Thooght!/ 


But ſee, hs: frighted Widow comes ! o 
O pircous Woman ! 
Enter Aranthes, with Tanita: - $b4 runs to rbe 
Tam. Where ! where'#my bleefing Lord ? ' Srand ! 
© give him to my Arms! Hah {= Speect 
Arant hes. Help ho? ſhe finks 5 3.5 F 
Tam, Oh! we muſt never pa | 
But with more Pain than Bock tots cheir Souk. 
Dear Sir, for Pity's ſake oppo jy 14. p5ooINM 
Ev'n in your Eyes I read a F 
But mine's a nearer Tye ! a Wife / Abes E | 
I was his Wife, his tender Wife be make 
Mear.. Indeed, I pity thee : But yer, yo Reafbibto Fw 
Tam.. Ah! Donor, __ Le LOX. oy Yeruy Duty 2 
Have I not Cauſe to tear ny Flefb,” ro 
- And daſh me on the Gr — Wet, 
Oh! cou'd my Tears but fall Fe: Frog  Heav'h, | 
This diſmal ObjeR; ſure, w wi tb e Wax 
Mar. Be comforted, fair Greer " 
Nothing is ours: Nature bur lends ns Eife. © © 
Since Death's a Debt thar al muſt pay—— 
Tam. Since he is There 2; : 
©h ! I cou'd out-weep'theSontherr 
And give my ws Room : _ £0 
_- me fill” gs pou day 
rudge me not'this / This Ea 
Let me but talk a while, and So bo 
His cold, unfeeling Lips, and (you Pri np quiet; 
Huſh'd- as the Cradle-Babe, * 
When chidden by its an angry Paretit to 4 Sftimbet - 
Aran. Give her her Way, my Lord! 
Her Gricf ſwells higher when oppoe'd.: 
Mar. By Heav'n, this ſtubborn Heart, that has, unmoy CY 


[ Dies. 


At this fad Sight is melted down ro. Woman. 
Tam. Huſh !-— Who's that, weeps ſo loud !=- You'll wake my Lord! 
He is not well, he lumbers, and a cold, 
Damp Sweat is On his Bro r Loyg? 
Hark! hark ! He calls tne 97; NE He chide 
Says Iam unkind, and fear to follow him.! 


————— ——— 


J As if.-the Terrour. were 
"What metas this Friendly We 


Mtn 12A wopst 1307) 


fi Kifal 911i! 12H 

Ii- JOES NOT, (ure, as if the Hand of — 2 10 o7il png £ 
#6 <, had Bid i it, tor wy. |: + banc) 
—— fol 'Twas Love : | $1906.01 


wg fatal Deed! 1 


Mar. O raſh Deſpair 1899 
! 6&:n0V7 ewonnig O 
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For tho' 'm 37 . 12 
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To keep the Mi w_ zovanAum ow iN 0 at 
When wild Ambirion, -or 5 nedz3 nied 9:om r1iw rf 
'With' eager Heat would Urive aggo 2:1 O14 101 x4 90 

Be kind, and: warn. him wich ys Farens $ 1 s 22511 2544 noiPin | 
Mar. There broke. rye TITS 5vT 75162 8 2"2nim 1u8 
The tend'reſt Heart chatgver zh UG VI 1bas3 #id- HW wid aew 1 
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Fr Wids, dls 


Or Wealth, or one A 

For ſuch exalted V3 FROG Er als | 

Bur ask! O ſpeak ! an Teach to; ul*c 
Tam. O my cheer d Heart mann. vain ? 

- Xer. ,. Speak; and enjoy thy Wiſh? .. | 
1-5 Indeed it is an humble -one.:..I. ak. Virus 
Not Wealth or power, I.ne're.,was. fond of Rigpie: - 

Nature and Reaſon ever taught me to bekieve,,. 

No taſte of Life cou'd be, but in the F Pl: 
Th' intire Poſleſſion of the Man thacdov* 
Give me his Life, and. him the Life of t 
Unhappy Friends, his raſhneſs has engag' 


And 1am more than 6 appy:. 
Xe. All this I had Se) unask'd;. 


Can nothing more be giv'n:to.chear Tt L 2; 
Tam. Fy little _ "fl role he ij fats « b, 
Xer, Speaking is to enjoy. 
Tam. Then give us leave, my Husband, Sir.. - 
Our little Infant,. and my. ſelf, with the Remains: 
Of our Inheritance, to {eek Retirement, .. 
On ſome remote and unknown Clime, X 
Where Power and State,” may, never more; - .,, 
Diſturb the Peace of our unmurmuring Love.. 
Xer. Draw-up.a Pardon ſtrait for Artabanus, 
And thoſe with him concern'd jn this, Conſpiracy. - 
Here ! Fair one, take this Ring ! Giye.it.chy " FRORETIETT7 
Be that thy. Triamphy and: bs Paſport A panel e World: -* 
Now gently raiſe;” and bear her to the Palace, .. fe 
And let our own Phyticiags have the care of her. 
Tam. Alas, my Lord, I want.no Art, ſuch words as theſe+ 
Wo'd heal a Wretch expiring of his Wounds !.. 
© lerme kiſs your Sacred Feet, 
And thank.you with my grateful Tears of Joy.;, - 
Thos let me weep, and waſh your cruel Guilt away, | 
' Till Godsand Men, ſtand wondering at your Virtue! 
' Xer. Riſe, Fair.Creature !. .Live, an enjoy the: Man that loves thee.” 
Tam. Now you indeed have rais'd me,_rais'd me, Sir, | 
From Death.to Life, to-Love, and ro my Husband |]. - 
But haſt ! Olead metro him, e're my/Wounds are cold, 
That I may fold his Body in theſe Bleeding Arms, 
And print it or'e with Ctimſon Charadters . 
Of Erernal Faith !. « 


- 


—_ 


(29: 
And now let baſe Detraftion bluſh 
To call us Cowards, or Inconſtanc Souls, 
Since ev'ry Drop that falls from me 
May to our injur'd Sex's Glory prove, 
That Racks nor Hell could ſhake a Woman's Love. [ Exit;. 
Xer. Then thou 'rt the firſt that never could be WOn, 
And therefore only fit to feed aLove: --/- 
Luxurious as my own: Now*follow her; | -- 
Scize her. Husband the Momeng ſhe diſcovers him, 
And bear him to the Scaffold 
Cleo. You gave your RoyalWord.to ſpare him, Sir: - 
Xer. No, Fqol; Tgave my Word: to find himourt ! . 
Juſtice demanded him, and fi ince the Rack - 
Produc'd him nat,” 1 mig With Juſtice then... 
- Make ufc of Policy ;. now-I'm both-. 
Secure of my:Revenge nd Love b:/ 
Cleo. Then ſhe muſt not-die;.- Sir. 
' Xer. Oh! no! ſheilives, and ſhall be lov'd to Ruin !* 
I've prov'd her Vertue now, and find - 
It worthy of a Siege: I'll furrher try. vets Fat 7 
If all the moving Penirtence of -Love can take ber: 
If ( as I would) the ſtill reſiſt that Pow'r, 
The nobleſt Way to conquer itsto-ſtorm.. 
'Tis Oppoſition pres the Victor Glory !-, 
Oh! Shs a noble Guſt will ſwell my Soul 
When ſhe lies. drown'd in Tears, andtrembling in my Graſp}? 
Nay, ,after my abhorr'd Poſſeflion/ I'll hold her —_ "een | 
With ſmiling Spire, .and talk my Raptures o'er ;. WETTR 
In her unwilling Ears I'll pour fuch Tales 
Of Looſe Deſire, her very Soul ſhall feeT the Rape... 
And though | 
Her Words may beg 1 wou'd her Life deſtroyz, _ | by 
Fl make her Eyes confeſs: that ſhe partakes the WY ; + Emir 


—_— 
— rr 


ACT TV.. 
The Scene, the Palace... 
Pater Xerxes attended, o Meſſenger offering: Dow Terers- 
®* VN ra norm en noe feripiels 


Meſf. To morrow, Sir, may be rob late; | 
They 're of Importance, and-concern. 
The Safety of your-Rogy Perſon. -. 
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. The piteous Image of true Mourning, Miſery.” 


(307) 


Ney. 'I telt thee, Slave,” my Will's | my Caſey's” od 254 wan buf 
\When Danger dares to- face me, Fe 16996) 20.1162 Of 
YI command it from my Perſon. = *” Tre FE be il vid cont 
Mefſ. But, Sir WIOHET | 
Xer. 'Nomore! oy pleafurce wit? 26649 1 
"Enter Cleontes. | 2 | 
Now, 'my Cleontes ; ' What News from Love? | - | 7” 


How does Tamirg bear her heavy Chianige of Fortune? * £8. GO 
Cleo. - Oh! never, neverdid the weepin ons.” F | 

Of Pity view a Scene ſo mournful. When 

We fciz'd, and forc'& her Husband from her Arms, 

She wrung her Hands, andfhriek'd, |and tore her fowing Haie! b 

She bk through All the G her Dal amazing Fo Tt 

She broke thr the Gua an rice, 

And firain'd hon Arms once more around him; 

We ſtrove'ro.part him from her Hold ; bur ſhe 


Still clung, and claſp'd with ſuch Convulfive Force, 


Thar from her half- heal d Wounds: che Ty Blood 
Agen-ſprung forth 
And fprinkl'd thoſe with Pity-that of her. © 7 
Mov'd by rhat Sight, we ſtopt a'wh e; 
To let her take afhort, a laſt Farewell. 
"Quite Breathleſs now, her Head upan' his Boſom lean 'd; 
She wept, and ſpoke with dying Eyes 
The tender Anguiſh of her Soul. ' | 
He preſs'd her.cloſe; and'call'd, My Life? 
'She light d and groan'd,” atid offer'd an Embrace; 
Bur there, alas! her waſted Spirirs ſunk, | | / 
—_ = her on the Floor, expiring. We YH | 
Extravagance of Love! | | 
Tf = to behold her parted from a Husband' s Arms. 
Were ſuch a mournful Sight, 2905 | { 19 
Oh! what a Beautcous Ruin will her Sarrows make TE REPRR NT 0'Y 
When rifl'd of her dearer Honour ! 
She weeps and watts; with fwottn Eyes fooks up ro Heav'n, - 
And chides the Neuter-Gods for their [Neglet Innocence! 
Bur ſay! How have you difpos'd her Hyshand®. 
C/eo, While ſhe lay fainting on the Ground 
We hurry'd him to Priſon, hen us d all our Care... 
To bring her back to Life” © © *** | Xer:- Is ſhe then recover'd ? 
Cleo. To Life ſhe is, but hardly to her Senſes. 
She ſpeaks to none, nor minds-another's. Speech: 1. ©, 1c” 
Penlive ſhe fits, with folded Arms, 
F:xing to th' Earth her Blood-ſhox, Eyes, afid looks” OVATRT 


| Xer. How are her Wounds?" 

Cleo. By virtue of an Arabian Platir, the has 
Already lott the Pain : They were at firſt - 44 .X3; | 
But light, tho' {marting. Xer, 


' EYFY 
Xer. Uſe all the Powe: of Ars, Art eo chear her ik; 


But keep her ſtill within 

When you perceive ſhe is. inclin'd ro alk, 

Ler me hear of her——  ,Meſ. od» 5 yr Majeſty== - 
Xer, Agen this Plagge ! -Whience ate theſe Letters ?. 


Meſſ. From my Maſter, Sir, the Governor of your New-ere&ed Forr. 
Xer. ( Reads.) Hal” co! 4-7 ono 
———That-you are able to inform me farther |. 
Say ! Who, what are they 2: | 
Me. Moſt of *emr are 4 the Grecians leſs anlanghter' 
Xer.. In Arms! . 
Meſſ. Yes, Sir, and in Order 00: The have bees 
Long us'd'to War: You pogh ughr *em firft-the Trade,.. 


And now they ſay; 'they' fer up for themſelves, 

NXer. So blunt 2 | 

Meſſ. They talk but little, Six ; they look their Tho, | 
And threaten in their Sitence, ©. * . Fox... Arantbes at the Head of” em? 

Me. Haw; and ſpoke with hin); Xer. Whai ſaid the Traytar 2, 

Meſſ. He bid-me tell you, Sir, Unlefs the General - 
Were free tomorrow, he'd Thin fog find Hands. 
To force the Priſon-Gares.-' 

Xer. So Reſolute ? What was their Number? 

worth When firſt I view'd *em they pear'd 
ve Ten Thouſand: But in Four 

r; perceiv'd em doubl['d. 

Xer. Ha! It may be dangerous then too far 
T* incenſe a gathering Power=—"- I muſt be fo !- 
Here, take the Royal Signer ; haſte; and op. pg Ns, he 
The Execution of | Artabanzs. [Exit an Attendant. 
Nor is it Fear that makes me do it; | 
Bur, on my fecond Thoughts, ie may advance. CR LT 0h 
The glorious Project of my loofe LA 222 | | 
{For ſhe'll believe, when I proteſt i it a Sk | | [ Afde.. 
That Love of- herhas naade me CELY 


Beſide, rhe-News will call hes Spirits ok ' 
And make her fit ſo much the ſooner for my Arms: c 
Poſt to thy Maſter, back : Bid him draw out 
Thoſe Forces under his Command,.and meetzhe- Rebels. 
AMeſſ. The Rebels, Sir, are more than thrice his. Number. : 
Xer. No more! Bur let him do't, or die! -- - 
Meſſ. 1am gone, Sir. And if he takes my Counſel, 
His few ſhall make their Nutnber g | [dfidsc- 
Xer, I'll think no more, nor: my Eaſe, 
To entertain a Thought of* Fen Arms! 
Bur yet, I am not ſate cill theſe are ore prot 
Let Hood-wink'd Fortune ule her $: Will! . 
Man ſees in vain, and does in yain Op} gn her: 
Fight, or neg 'em, ſill my Fate's decree'd;;, 


(32 ) 
Nor is't in me to Thun a future 1M, | . 
Unleſs, with Pow'r to at, Heav'n gives me Wil. . 
Yet thus to live in Doubr a Torment is ! 
Then Magick Art ſhall ſet my Mind ar Peace: 
}'ll to the Magi's Cave, whoſe Charms ſhall prove 
What Fate's d<lign'd my Empire, and my Love. [Exit. 


The SCENE changes to the Magician's Cave, 
Re-enter Xerxcs alone. - | 
Xer. Come forth, .ye Pow'rs on Futurity : 
You, that with Pow'rful Charms unlock 
The Cabinets of Heay'n, and ſteal from thence 
The hidden Fares of Kings and Empires, S The Magi 
Haſte from your gloomy Cell, 405 farmiog! all .C appeare 
Your Art to wait a Monarch's Pleaſure. lth, 
Mag. Command us, and-.our Art obeys. - 
. Xer. - Tell me what End my Empire is decreed, 
If I by Foes, or Foes by me ſhall 'bleed. 
Tell me what Pleaſure 1 in Love ſhall know ; 
If Love, or Force, ſhall make the Fair One bow. £ 
""Exert your Art, and prove what Spells can do. | 
Mag. Prepare the Charm.:: The Charm muſt. be 
To Sophiel, who delights in Harmony. 


iſt Mag. ſings. 
Sophiel ! O14 Sire of Early Fate, 
Who ſeeſt befere the Gods debate ;_ - 
That know ſt of yet Unbeing Things, 
The Fates of Uncreated Kings, . 
Of Men, of Empires, and the Doom 
of Thouſand Thouſand Years to come : 
1ſt Mag. Appear ! -2d. Appear! 3d. Appear: 
h iſt Mag. Sophicl!- -- ©: 
' By the Moon's pale Beam, 
| That faintly glimmers o er the Stygian Stream, 
. Appear, &C. h 
y 2d Mag. Sophiel ! 
By the Ocean's Ebb and Flow, 
Whoſe Hidden Canſe we'nee& cord know, 
—_—_—" Appear, &c. * Rx oh | 
34 Mag: Sophicl! 
By the Subterratieous Winds, that make 
The trembling Earth and Centre ſhake, 
Chorus. Appear ! Thrice Thrice ! irook d, appear ; 
Whether in Air thy Form does ftray, * 
Or under Earth by Charms 31 bound, 
Swift ! ſwift as Light ning, dart away ; 
Or fierce as Thunder, tear the Ground. 


C389 , 
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Sophiel wiſer 3 in the Form of an 


d _ nnd ſpeaks. y- 
4 179999 b nba ur 0) brig roy fy 1 

Soph.” Too curious dot chan ; Rs Far 1” 
Events, which, nt OWN ary 3 WC 


Th' All-ſecing Pow'r,” that yV- Tal; gave: -; "a vo 
Thee every thing a MortaF State - , py wich - - 3 143213 A 
IC VE TN [ 


Fore-Knowledge only is cnjoy'd: Mora jews 
And, for his Peace of Mi ind co Ma 


Wrerch® were Life, if he. foxe-knew; his Tk | - gr ES 

Ev'n Joys fore-ſcen give pleaſing. OPE NQ, SY = | FR 

And Griefs afſur'd 'are felr before they 51 q 

Yet looſe the Charm, be wiſe; !4;O,; 2nd! Ro cantons at 3 Y 
And whar's decreed by Fare, with bo 4 : ab 


What he comman Spirit, I Char 
Speak, or I'll bind thee in a 

Soph. O! ſpare me, oc 
I thought, in nets] 
Know then, raſh, 


GEL . yn , DS 5 Lo {  - n | 
Mex; Thou beg/invaigro ns ah: i; lig 020 


Which fav'ring Fate _ , * 

While thus thou liy? nt $9 

Slighzed : Friends, o «nat 

_ x ly: g 

But 4hou in nga Fa *s 

The eg eh mY ſhal Te 4% 156: Wa 

With humble Love purſue, _ thou. pos 

Thou art deCeivf "th Ds 
*Xor\ | Spirit, th lyk. 

yl change my Death, to prove: Sue cn os 

$hou'd Forrune threaten w 5 q 

I'd free my Soul, ra gereve RS” 21:1719 boy x 

And fog:my- Love, Lwill dog Raprares know, : : pleas 9d 

She ſhall to Love or Foxce,. not. Vertuc, ho. 

Vertue may pleaſe, and Ny Souls. 2 t ol, Shan av 3. | 

But Raviſhmenr's a Joy for 1053s 17 + Long = 5 [Exit 


The SCENE changes to 4 proviatey ghee FFT, "Palate... 
Enter Cleontes -y 4n Officer, and Servant! fetring og 4 Biyiquet: 


vo al @ * «of a &&5 
Cleo. Diſpatch, diſpatch ; Rs approaches." © 
POW #4 =. > bu. 4 &. 64 Vs $535 
Off. 1 gueſs the meaning/of it 've 2 OI ac 
* - Al *Y $- © "+ T d Po 
FL Ts ct 19 450 1 3) 


Bur is the Lady in a Condition, har 
To be enterrain'd ? ” br 
Cleo. Her Husband's Liberty and Va don be old d Yet its 
Of: Has ſhe ſeen him then ? | 
Cleo, She has: I ſaw there pe it, Pale. _ ws 


Of. Sure 'twas a Joyful, ane. Port 
TH 's, | ; : I Cleo. 


, | L942 | 
Cleo. Ir was, indeed ! Joyful, even to. a Face of Sorrow: © - 

So iovinghyhoatapebce | ; EE \% «WHY 44.4.4 e laidoag? 
were hard to judge which ſcem'd the greater Pain, 

The Terrour of fits ith, or the diftra Qing) fl 21 

Of his Return to Life : Fot'ev'rt there ſhe fainted! | 


Of. Where is her Hudband 'now'5 
Cleo. After the Hurry of rheifJoy'wis over, — ' 
He beg'd her Leave to viſit brave Med ide gfe <4 
She, loth ro part, but more unwilling to denyy oo 
Diſmiſs'd him'on his Promiſe of 4quick Retwry, ' ' 
Thar Viſit was the only thing Fob part em, 
And now the King's ſecure of Opportunity': | 
If in the Interim her H | ORT rerdn; $19 24 
Your Orders are, to. give timnoAdmmarance. -'' 913 
Sce all the Anti-Chambers Clear'd Away / ſhe's 'here'!:: 0) [Exer. 
| Enter Tamira alone. WOO | 
Tam. How tediqusare the abſent Hours. of Love ! 
Life's an unpleafing Dream when he's not with me ; 
'Tis worſe ! *tis Death, and wiſhing ro'be born agen ! 
I am impatient of my State ——*'When-! when, my Love £ 
Sure Time ſtands ſtill, co fly tlic faſter at gur Meeting ! | 
Our Hours in Love have Wings; in Abſence, Crutches. 
What can this Muſick mean ?— AC 'd rome? [Soft Muſick 
Good Heav'n ! the King ! and yet I read no Terrotir "FEmxter Kerxes, bow- 
In his Looks ! Innocence flionkt never'know - 'I ing at « diſtance. 
The Guilt of Fear: Fin yet———  J5Q LETS 
To tenk by for my Huan y _ es rs 
To Xerxes. } When bounregus Heav'h gives aAurprizing Toy,” / £ 
We bend our grateful Knees to thank the Gods: { She hnee!s. 
Kings.are their Images : Such Thanks agHeavh | | 
Accepts, ( the humble AlF that Man' WV | < 
Recewe, O ſacred Prince, from me; who, like a-God; | 
Have giv'n me Life reſtor'd,: atid. more than Eife = my Husband'! 
Nor wou'd I have you think that any Power on Earth 2 hed 
Bur a reſiſtleſs Love, cou'd &er have forc'd: - 
My honeſt Heart to brave my Prince's Anger! 
Xev.  Ayk.there, indeed, thou'ſt nam'd a Motive 
Thar mightexcuſe the fouleſt Crime, 
And wath it fair as Innocence |! 
Unconquerable Loye! Oh, who can brave his Power ? 
A Power !. that braves the eldeſt Law of Narure: 
Ev'n Self-defence is loſt, whete he exerts. his Sway : . 
For, who'd nor. rather die in Proof of Love, 
Than ſuffes Life, untafting of his. Joys? 
When Fowe Created. Love! 457 aths 
He made a greater Gad than Fove ! 
Hadſt thoudcfign'd: the Ruine of my Empire 
Art Love's Command, 'cwere Treaſon not robey.! 
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( 

From im alone qur Hells or Heav'ni v 
He bids the Damn'd deſpair rhe 

Tam. Defend me, Heay' n! Whither 

Xer. Riches, Ambition, Glory, Pride, may boaſt 
TRE —_ Charms wee] a our Souls alofr;; 4 
Yer from the Height their tow bs, 
When on the Nr ' to ki viſ the Shiew Thoug | | | 
Thus do we ſee 'em-lur'd coEarth, etc”, 'k PIO-X 2 DOBOQUTI IT 1 
And reſt their weary'd Wings,npon the Hand 'of Love! | ''T #akes ber Hand. 
Why doſt thou turn away ? Is it Pain . Wo Pi 

mw 8.77/75 
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To be belov'd ! ro beador'd! 
Can Penitence and humble Tears offend hes 3 | 
The Gods are not averſe to thoſe. We Khedl * CROSHP 51 
To Heav'n, and taſte of Mercy? EEC BIEN TIE 
Owhy! why! didfi.chou take an fg Form, Re 0" Mbbe 
Without the Softneſs of an all $: "THY 
Canſt cthon not pity me? - -* | 
Tam. Alas! it is not in my 
Still as my Thou hes gr OW Oe ow fea 'em frbin me? 
And he's ſo greedy of the Joy; her \ ook. 
And leaves me calt to the World be | 4 
Xer. Becruel ſtill, we joey rug Tie | 
Conſider'd all the vain Impoſlibles of Deſpair, 
Yer have refolv'd touſe no other Hel url Love! 
ay > a LW ! ep with fo ſoft p- 
So fond of Mile O1 tent Hoe 1 
It muſt bei inoffenſive clap Ears !/-- 
Tom, Why do you hold me like a friefired Dive, 
That trembles in your Hand, *and murmurs for-its Mate 2 
'Tis moſt Inhumane to be cruel 'cauſe you may: 
'Tis true, I am your Slave, and in'yourPowetr. © 
Xer. Behold, I throw it off  Be/fre : Ifcorn' 
All Power but humble Paſkon, © * } DAR'Cetl 
Which thus difrobes the Purple King, 
And ſtrips him to the ſtarving Lover. 
——Bur ſhall 1, muſt I ſtarve before ſo fair a Banquet : ? 
Tam. | have no Room 
To entertain another Gueſt. You may— 
Difturb my Love ; but never can be welcome” | 
Xer. Vl bring with me a tender fighing Hear vn 
A Lover's Heart, that bleeds, that SO gUUny,” * 933.1110 
And dies, to make me welcome. | be 
Tam. Giveit to thoſe that ſtarve; Fo me ' esof ; ar aradte ed 
I, in a faithful Husband, have Ecernal Plenty.” *, - 30! 1451 by 
Xer. Husbarld's tie grofſet Food of Love; 149: cf F y«3#s © 
The Ignorant and Vulgar have their Share 'of him: bing 
The: poor contented Drudge of idle Nature ;'' © 777 © 
Cheated of Bliſs, to be che Tool of Propagation 


USL 
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Bar 


But didfſt rhon know;the Joys 
Thus would(ſt thou claſp me; 
And, mad with wild, ho 
Thou haſt been fed, butnever, 
Tam. _ ftrike. , de 
To the Ears of Vertue ! , UT 
Xer. Verrae's the 1 ant OR do 
The Husband's oo. Love Lone HIVE 


The, Miſer: ;Husband & 
He thinks you laviſh, $4 


"oh a wolf ar £94; 

And &yen fears to ask | 
What with a Looſe the happy I Lover, IKCS.. 
He's ſtill impatient of unkno 

Begs with unfated Longi ings on INPIQVe Fran 
And adds, by asking, to Ve. < 46 " x1, 


By Heav'n, the muſt Rye / my vepa fre 
And while I graſp her thus, ſhe muſt diſſolve, or 0 2 


She melts ! ſhe pants! her Conſcious. Eygs capfsl the,Joy,, | 1, 
And ſparkle. PETE 23P95) -., I ing, war adgoor PT vir 26 1 
The God of Love 


1101 


And thus I ſeize her, ; Yikding, ro mp Arms. 7 4 nah 4 ein 
Tam. Tyrant ! 'tis falſe; [Hekh6ry gu WADs. 
- Exerting thus the Strength © 
I daſh thee from thy Lenful Hopes or 52 4 "LHrevkig fr hy. 
Strand off ! approach me not ! for if. thou 
By all the Wrongs of my obdaanfLS 1 10930gqrt:s &t- | 41512 
Theſe Hands, refolv'd with horrid | FOrcfs Etro 


Shall rear my guilty Eyes-aWwpy., 
The recking Balls mg Grow Ore _ | 

Xer, Why then the Sw x | 
Thar faid, I was deceiv's in CES ur tag £12 v1C7 ms T ul et 
I knew my Hopes to con E WETe, * wons 1. Nod =: 
I now deſpair, and that { RARE Wer yaing ure?, | Xe artel need Bo .q 
Women that yield to Love, or vile Reward, . Cf atiÞ avril 
Are Things below the Pallon. of a > MONIES Ay Sl; ry cert 
Burt ſhe fe Can, like thee,, x *f lic) 
To conquering Love, yet $5 [ 2, for Ei. ap mg 
She is, indeed, a Banquet for "oy Of. 
Fit be their Taſter NOW——- .. 

- And ſerve up in Raviſhment to them... ha a 
Hadit thou ſubmitted ro my Love, .. #-5{ px as 46 Fo 
Perhaps in Hear of Blood 1I| had enjoy'd i ads ooo AMEN 
And after left thee like a,comman. Thing, . _. : oi 
Deſpis'd and hated for thy cafie giving... 

Tam: 'Q bappy Thought ! þe reaches mor. "caps him.l. L7- -t 

Forgive me, Love, y now feronche Ting :SaculV bias 1newiroT ad] 

That Love ſhouid moſt Wohor, nf ATI, Bow | Ade. 


" 
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 Xer. Now, where's that Hand wilthurt thoſe Bedireous Eyes? 
Srive not! nor CG moye !/ tare , "LSwvkg her Hands. 

Relift-me tifl ! Rill —— 
'Twil burnthe Kd. when oppo&'d's 
-Methinks thou art not cold, as: reould wiſh: 
-By Heav*n, I'll grind thy ſullen Hate'to Love, ' 
And glut my Verigeance with abhorr'd Polſcſſori 03.74 
Tam.. ' And'Why Abborr'd'?: "| Smiling-* 
Can there be Horrorin fo fweer 4-Pleafuire 0 £127 301 
Can Force be 'needfalto-the yielding Fair? 
I find, you think me; whar Fſeemrd;*all Ice ! 
Ah! little! hetle do4you know of Womankind ! 
Our Lives! Our Thoughts ! Our very Souls are Love. - 
Our Tears are Softneſs, and our Coyneſs Fear 
Our Frowns AﬀecCted, and our Smiles deeo ing ; 
' Our Hearts are Tender, and our/Tongues bele* emmy; - 
Our Withes fccret, and our: Eyer'vetrap's env: « 
We muſt be Cruel, e're we car bekind y © 7 
And uſe Reſiſtance tobe more Delir's - 
But when our Cruelty has'done irgParr, 7! 7 
And kindly prov'd how Ill the Wrerchican bear; © 
Then ! Then! Our Joy's fecure—Alook tan cure: Diſpie! -Eooks wanton- 
Xer. Amazement! b « Iy on him. 
Tam. You thought perhaps, becauſe'l Pore the Rack, 
Thar I could only bear an Husbands Love * po 31x &4 1 
Alas! 1 ſuffer'd thar in ſpite ro you,-+ [C2 þ 23300 
Not love to him: For you were they my Foet- 3 Bough 2! 
My Intereſt Brib'd me there to fuffer : 1.1 28 
My ſtollen Pleaſures now art all-ſecure, 
The Rack has fix'd my Reputation fair, 
It now ſhines out with ſuch a glaring Light,” 
Itblind#the Eyes of Jealouſy. ' 
By Heav'n I know, weve you unllind; or bake, 
And ſhould divulge the Joys, I now reſolve'ro give, 
( So fair my Honour ſtands ) it wou'd norbe Uetiey '&.: 
Xer. Nay, then the Spirit did not lye:: For F 
Confeſs, I'm now deceiv'd in Womanathdows"! | 
Tam. And why deceivd ? 1% EFoflrilts Hadt on gots #idz207 
Cou'd you believe theſe Eyes, the#iarsof Love FITS OT 
Were fxt ? Not Planets wandring round the Wore a1 S957 
To ſearch and taſt of ſweer Varier2*— PN DOLL 2704p 
A Husband'sL ove! periſh the fropid Wrerch,;/: : eMNs HATE A 


} 


Whoſe Heart once fir'd, ſeeks norto burp for oheyy +7: aq54 10 1157691 ft 
And has an Hnsbands Fucl roMamtam/the Flame?" {þ Y 6 Abo bets, b 1,100) 
t ne're could find it ſo: For me ! Fown#®#:14 22401 17 t boggd yinu bn&- * 
An Hundred Eager Lovers have Cipply 6 ron « | off aw 2:8 
Youth's form'd to melr, and:Charm a Wontans Hearg,nt 1652 2:4 boy 


While he abroad has fought his Country's Daule, 
[ye ſtill been raiſing Love Recruits ac home,. LXer. 


(238) 
_ Jer, By-all my Hopes'a trumpet! | 6 
Tam. . But all the Conquieſs, arey By have one # . 


Are Poor and Low, Compar'd too To-winke © 1645-1 ky Wo 


The Monarch of the World Diſpait, and Weep! 

Is ſomerhing ſure beyond the Power af Love: 

It -rides my Soul, ro think my Frowns have:force, / | 

Ard charms me now; to dreſs my Heart in'Smiles. - - | ut. © © 
Xer., Thy Frowns were Smiles ro me: Thy $miles are cortmen : 

-A Monarch cannor Feed, on what has pall'd his- Slaves. } 
Tam. You feem uneaſy, Sir, Permit rhe touch your Hand, 

To taſt your Kilſes ! Now you're grown {6 cold, 
Xer, Gods ! That a Scrumpercou'd-appear ſo Chaſt ! 

Why did 1 form ſuch Monſtrous hapes, to caſt | 

A Woman's Virtue—'Tis Novionall!-- bi 

Lewdneſs and Life, are what:they take/together : 
Tam. Andwhy! Is that a Name to Fright you? | 

Why did you woo, unleſs to win'my Love : 

How cou'd I yield, unleſs I rarn'd a wanton? | 
Xer. Bur thou'rt ſo Foul, I loath thee; + * 

"With looſer Beauries to delight my Blood; ©» 

Such as will ſell cheir Honour for a Price, 2” 

I'm hoerly ſery'd, and pall'd ! *Tis Vulcar! No! 

My- Hope was here—— 

To raft thy Beauty, andthy; Vifrtue'too : 

But know, that Royal Appetite's abpve 

The Handled Offals of a Common Love ; 

Thy Virtue Tainted, thou haſtdpſt RODS 

I now condemn thee to thy Husband's Arthe<- 

Bur fince thy Luſt my Furious Lovehas:tam'd; 

"As a Reward, take all my Guards inflam' d: 

'Or if they fail ro flake thy looſe-defire,u--: - 

So1 am free, fer all the World'on fire. 
Tam. Gods! can it be? Is then the'Face of Vice, 

So loathſome ev'n to the Vicious 2? -- +; 

Triumph you Guardian Powers 'of Virtue { 

And let your Caſe of Innocence thisDay, . 

To your Eternal Glory be Recorded; | 

For-this Eſcape ſhall tell the World a Tale, 

To make your Precepts more-ador'd, thin cver.” . 

The looſer Beautics now ſhalt blaſh-ra-hear, 

In what difgrace their lewd Embraccsare. 

'A Tyrant Luſtful, and Debauch'd with Power; 

In ſearch of-Bliſs, an Humble Paſlion wore, 

Conceal'd his'Luſt, his {lighted Corearche threw by, 

* And only hop'd from Loves Authorny : | 

But when he found his fabtleftArt was Vain, 

Vareite' his won Þ POT ARK again. 


OX TY ©39) 
HAIR Sytocr He 


is. Flame, he ſtarts; an{dovite hes Back: | . 
To all, that Life'can give , pam mr tee ag [Exit. At another Dooy, 
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A with 1 'y 
SCENE, The Palace. 


Enter Xerxes Attended. 


Xer. Hrough all ch*'unmeaſur'd Bounds of wild Delight; . 
I never = could taſt ſubſtantial Joy,” 
_ rr _ Pleafure more = - OE 
I indulge my Appetige, I'm 5 
Uneaſy now, with what I lately long for: 
If when my+Blood is high I raſts Beauty, 
. I looſe the Bliſs, becauſe myPower't ps. 
The Peaſant there takes more delight than 1 F 
That Travels through Diſpair to ſweet Poflefion. 
When Deaf ro-Injuries, 1 make my way-/ 
Ky h others Ruine,. 
ern Conſcience ops me ſhorty and wilt be heard; - Ay 
Shek ys me waking, when the World's at Reſt, 
And ſtuifs my Pillow with a thouſannd Thornes! {4 ſrowh'# at a As 
Ha! what mean thoſe ſhouts! they ſound of Mutiny ! 
© Enter Cleontes haſtih. | 
—__ arm? Arm, my Lord! the City's ina Tumult;. 
toviy | forc'd the Priſon Gates, 

Has: OE Afar tonius from the Dungeon, - 
Who drags his Chains al the Crow Serqers, | 
And calls* em brave Rewards for L 

' Xer. Inſulting Traytor ! *. 

Cleo, Annther Party here products a Rack, - 
Stain'd with the Blood of fair TaminglyWoupds 1: .- 

Here in another place .t- 
Three dead Virgins, whony you hadlately Raviſh'd;: 
In ſpiteful Pomp were carried roundthe Srxects,. - 
Torurn the Peoples Hearts againſt you WT 0 oY WO 
And I much fear, their Forywillbo fatal.” Rot 48 bs"? 

Xev. Meet they no 7 $A 40201 on oa 
The Magiſtrates, > rs 2 ". B34 
© >They't out indeed; but ſhew an Hollow hearted Power, YE 
Unarm'd, and unreſolv'd to quell 'em.; 

*'Tis faid that Artabanus £00, 
Is raiſing Friends. to join 'em. New. 


Xer, Let him, Mardonigy gnd.-drangbes bepneſEcib'ds 7 wirildens?P o1lT 


Ser on each Hea6 an Hundred Talents: ; 10 3 wr 1 Gt [AL ©us&G tel ot 


Mean along: g make thgRabbel aurs, le 14 #ei | lied = 


Kee Wo ls H Wits $1 , _ ah "IP i. 3e-oT 
Hae CL cm Ng re. Ns SI. Op 


cadet ata 


Let none [5m but bury all in Flames: 


Allarm the Gun! Bar up phe is i Gaps, prod follow me. [Exir. 


- The SC E E N E, Chang anges to the City. 


! Enter Mardonius in Eph Aranth&s edring ©, Sword Magiſtrates 
9p  Feapie onda 


Aran. Fellows in Arms? you t ny Fat of Gra oy 
- Boch equally gppxels'd dine a,Tyrarns; \ a ingot "F 
Bchold-our Liberty in Chain aacton? 9s i100 197 19757 1 oÞþ 
This Loyal Arm and Head ed; inWounds, : 

And watching for our Countries Peace,and Honous,- 

Half ſtarv'd, and Fetter'd like a g@t»mon. Traiggs ; 7+ 

Unask'd, and unadvis'd of you, have we Yo peaeandt 


: ( Preſuming firſt, you'd not &@ndemn'1 heAction) ©: 
To force the Priſort, and ſet free this — 


_ 


Free from a Tyrants Power, but /ftill in hains; 
If you pronounce 'em worthily put.en,; 


a Z 


- A; SS 4 
- #7 F 'F- 


Him, and-his Sword to gour 9G diſcretion we furrender, | 


To-arm, to execute, or -< 4 +>) lvoe A} = 
Is it your Will he be remanded 94 
To, cad his.Lite fo ſhank Bonds 2. 7 
Or ſhall he take that Sword, ;inur'd-to Aftion, 
And lead you forth to brave Revet Ang Liberr 
People. Arm him; Azny him! Liberty [bib Mc." Thy give him 
Mar. It ſupple Words k | 2iþ+-. T F Soo a4 vis 1 00G 1} = pn 
My Noble Country-men maſt ſpeak my Thanks inbind ret 
I ſhall appear ungrateful fer.chis Trl Repos'd: cit enkg: b of" 
If Blows have Eloquence, I'll be a:Talker.:; > : +: 9172s died Dis 
Let it ſuffice, thar 1 am free and New d, 


Not my own Wrongs; but yours ſhall. em Smord, 
Your Libertics infrige? 'd, your Rignggeey's, | ooh 
Your antient.Glory = in'Sloth and.Tyrann 

Your Ranſack'd Houſes,, und-exhauſed Tr _ ! vg 

Your Tender Virgins, and your: Wives .deflawer'd, 

The publick Wrongs, and poor 7 Ta ming 18 -Rack,: 

Are Stings.t00 venom'd, not ro'f well Reſentment, : ; = 
Ev'nto your Withes Height [ Once moregat Yours; - Yori} 
Ler Heay'n but ſmile tho" Perfia's Head yg ans voi; of 


I've yer an Arm to-wardthe: ODA x 1 
Ones. Liberty, ©. rs 1135 
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(41) 
Enter an Officer, and Four Soldiers of Artabanus's Party. 

'Ofi- Here Gentlemen; © 

Place your Selves at the Corner of this Street, 

While 1 go privately to the Houſe; © © » 

If we can bring his Lady ſafely to him, 

He'll not be wanting to Reward/gur Care. © | Short. 
Hark! the Tumult's near us! © © 

Ha! What means yon Glaring Light! —It ſeems ſome Fire! 
By Heav'n ! the Houſe of Arrabari all in Flames! - 

Nay, 'tis the ſame | T know it by the Portal !- look! 
Look ! How the Rabble ſcramblefor the Plunder ?- 

What thankleſs Care they take to fave + * 

The-Plate and Furniture ! ſee ! 'how'ſome vencure 

Burning to be Rogues, and yet would Tremble 

'Should an Honeſt Cauſe Require *em. 

[ Rabble within. ] Away with her, '&c,+- 

aſt. Sold And ſce the Torrent Rowles this 'way. 

Offi. Ha! By Heav'n the Lady too! Tamira 
And her Child rudely Drag'd along the Streets. | 
{Within.] Away with her ! tothe Palace! tothe King ! away with her ! 

1ſt. Sold, What's to be done? We are no number to oppoſe 'em, 

Ofi. Let us run back to Artabanus, and if 
Poſltble, | bring 'bim down to her Relief, 
Before they carry her to the King 1.Run, FRE; | 
They are upon us: R447 [ Exenuts, 

Enter Tamira Plunder'd, her Hair and Cloaths diſorder d ; the Rabble with 

| ber Child, ſhe ftriving to recover it. 

Tam. O Barbarous Cruel Men ! 

If you are Men, be touch'd with Human Pitty ; 

If you. ſeek Blood take mine, but ſpare - 

That harmleſs Babe!: Tear not my Heartſtrings'from me! ' 
You once were .Young and Innocent your ſelves, 

And now perhaps have Children of your own. 

O ! Could you bear to ſee 'em torn by Cruel Hands, 

From off their tender Mothers Breaſts 2+ 1 7 
Wou'd it not make you Bleed, and tear your Hair, ' 
And pierce the Heav'ns with your ſhreiking Sorrows? 

1. Rab. Come! I ſay give her the Child, it has done us | 
No harm, and will do us no good ! | | 

2. Rab.; The Child's my lawfulPlunder; and I will keepir. 

Tam. | Kneeling.) Dear Sir, Your look-with'Eyes of Mercy on me ; 
If you have Power Command,-if Pity ſpeak him fair, 

So at your lateſt Hour, may you -{weet Mercy find | 

Of Heav'n, as now you ſhow it me. 4 | 
But ſee ! His Bloody Arm is Rais'd!+O ſtop [ She Riſes. 
The Fatal Blow! O hold! For picy:hold ! ©7055 

See, Sir, I've that will charm you to Compaſſion ;: ; 

This Diamond 


- - 


[ Takes it from ber Boſom, 
2. Rab. 


4 ga ne 

i Rab. Ay; That Diamond-wmomnys: 

Tam. The firſt dear Pledge of my U nhappy Love, n 
To fave a more Endearing One, 
Weeping I beſtow you: *Tis all i'ch* World: 

yo Value I rant hes left me; A of 
And were now for want 
Ly pb, __ IE ot me, Wou dT ar, 
m ond: my Life I prize its. worth. 

Bur oh! ſofar beyond *em both I love my Child.. 

: 2+ Rab, Ay! now Ifcelthee:Woman |! let's fee the Ring. 

Tam. Here, Gentle Sir, and; with; i it, Take... 
Ten-Thouſand Prayer— Sir—— 

| *'2, Rgb. You muſt hayg:np Ghild,, ci have ſuchanother Diawoode. 

Tam.” By all my Woes lam a 
You-cannot be ſo Cruel to refuſe me _” 
Believe me ! ſearch! rake all! firip-me 
To pinching Cold; to every.thing bur ſhame. 
Tear off this Idle Robe, ir mishecomes,me. 
While that render Infant needs;it, 

' 3+ Rab, ith: away With. \hex.? muſt we. ſtand t0.hear.. 
A Woman Prate?. © 

- 2. Rab. Ay! Ay ! away withther 1 Sa: 


Tam. My Child! .O Savage Creatures! at: the, Fellow, 


-Om. Tqo,the King, to the Palace | away withber feats tbe Ground. 


Tam. Ha! Ne Sing oa your ove ot 
Thus will ] Dafh-the. - and rear. 2 Paſſage 
TH eſcape him!:.Fierce ſtrike me-to the Grave? - 
Gape Earth, and. take -me ing down to florror!:. | 
Tomas? any Hell ' But Life and: Shame:! - 0 ! 

' Drag her ! awa _ her, Oc. * (Hp drag. hex. by rhe Hair. 
Tom. O Cove)? !-Cractdnn y axe going off 
(  Entdr Mardonts, Aranthes. ir Party. . k 

Mar. What means this fragge Diſorder Friends 7 
Why ſwarm you thus like ma Sea re, & 
"That ME Oh wan orFrieng, ripen 
1s ic becauſe you want'a ww oF 
Qr do you "ſerves aTyzant's W 
Why is "this = Ra, = Me Ragan? [They doiſe ber, a balf caftaid. 


Tam.” Relieve me Hepy 


* === Help ho!. Tibor Reeder. 
Tamw.. Prot 


Mar.” Dn) Yes, and R thee too; Villains 1. 

Tam.: Hold ! conjure.yeu | . Grod Sir, be.mild,-. 
And ſpeak.'cm Po OF. GC Revenge - | 
May coſt mt —_ than my Lieewy Child! . 

* Mar, Ha! Foregothe Infant, . Slav Ty 
Or by, the. fed Fury of this Arno, 


| G43 KS | 
"27am. Oh! do not fth "em Be! {cet they're mercifal in 
And kind ! they will not'tn fet down the 
Mar. Whence comes thisInfolence, you Hounds! Fa P aheren ho 
You hungry ' yelping Curs Curs, that'run ac all | into = Arms, 
"Whence Mi $955: = ak | $ 
' Is Innocence your Game ence! to yourKenne! Dogs! - 
Omn. Fly ! Fly! &c. Reats 'em of... 
Aran, Let 'emrun On, theFIre noe worth þ uir, 
Their Fear will foon 
Fam. But where's my Lord, 2 my fant, Sir! 
Why is it he's nor with you! 
Mer. Having expetted him ere this to Join us, 
"We ſent to rn. th' occaſion of his delay, - + 
: And every Moment wait his Anſwer. 
Aran, And ſee, Sir, the Meſlenger is-return'd ! 
Enter, an Officer. 
"Mar, Now! Have you ſeen-the General 2 
of uy Lord, I found him:Polted on a little Hill 
Wir the Ciry ; 
'From whence, Enrag 'd, be ſaw his Houſe. in Flames, 
.And led his Men with Fury downto' join, you : 
As he was Marching on, - * 
'An Officer (whom juſt before h' hadſcar 
"To find, and bring his Lady ro hin) 
*With breathleſs haſte Inform'd hjm that the Rabble, 
Were that very moment dragging her to the Palace; ; 
Ar this he Trembl'd, and his Lips grew Pale ; 
But on a ſudden, ftarting from; the Fit, 
He March'd his Numbersi in'diſorder'd, haſte, 
Strait on: to th' Palace, . reſolving there 
To force the Guards, to Dye, or Reſcuc her ; 
- And this delays him, Sir. + - 
May. TI'Tin'd and dangerous Ertor ! 
'Bur haſt! away again, and tell 
His Tamira's ſafe with tie=— | If he ſhon'd. faxce 
[The Guards, he: runs into the-Jaws of Death. | | 
Tam. O! Fly before the Danger meets him, .Kix. Officer. 
 , Mar. Me rond-obeagreder kh da , : 44 
:Tamira be ve your Care, Aranthes, fon 
While1 theſe March on ro his Adliſtance.. - Ex. Tam. and Aran. 
Enter 4 Sacenl Officer Wounded. 3M "PF 
Offi. Arm! Arm! 
Mar. How now Soldier! What mean theſe Wounds? ? 
Off. My Lord, they faintly ſpeak our General” $ Danger. 
Mar. Where is he ? ; 
. This Moment Storthing at. the Palace Gare, 
him there demanding his Tamira, 
And chreatning if refus'd, to TEN Aſhes. 


there ! There's all that's - 
| o& _ Tami/s now, the reſt of 3s Cold. 
Swell with that Sight, he flew with Fury on.che Ga, 
An_ Impatient. of. Revenge, like Wildfire throws 
ruRion round him for 4 Time; 


Theew > him i Ho rings g. cre 


_ muſt ar laſt Expire, and-let his curious Focs WL 

With ſafe Amazement, view the wondtous ſhell that held it. 

Alas ! I fear you'll betoo late: Bur yer, - 

There's Hope in haſte, my'Lord, totem chis Flood. of Ruin. 
Mar. O Fatal Error ! on ro the Palace! March! Exeunt. 


SCENE 7h, Palace. 


An Allarm is heard, ſeveral run of e the Stage, and Xerxes im Diſiider. 


Omn. Fly! Fly ! they are Entting! they are u On. us: FI ! ..  Exeunt.. 
Xer. Confuſion ! How the Slaves | forſake me ! \ Fe 

They've caught me in the Snare! Nor&an 1 ak em now. 

Ler 'emgo all ! Ill ſtand the ſhock alone 

The fearful Stag at Bay will Fight, - 

Will dye reveng'd upon his Huy 

And the fierce Lyon's wilder in t Toi : 

Shall Danger ſhake a Monarch's Soul? 

Now by my Crown's Right Royal Majeſty 

I will nor fall! What Hoa ! my Beaver Slaves ! 

Fl put the Godhead on, and Deſtiny 

Shall rear her Idle Scrolls of Fate decreed ; 

For ſhe has written falſe of me ! I will nor dye, 

Nor ſhall my Foes have power to Face me ? 

Thus with this Awful Front, 


* _  Yll look the Raging God within, 


- And Frown 'em into Fear! —Thou Pale fac'd Slave! [Shout & Claſhing. 
Enter a Soldier. Mgr 
Sol. My Lord, Your Guards are half deſtroy'd, 
The reſt Revolted all ro Artabanus, 
wh: like a Deluge, with his Force comes Rowling in. 
Let him Rowl on ! 
Hy wel a Rock will ſtand anna his Roar, 
And daſh him into Dew. [Shout again. 
"+. --+ Enter Artabanus Preſſing back bis Followers. 
Art. On pain of Death ler no Man follow me ! _ 
Xer. Row dareſt thou Slave ! 
Wirth that Rebellious Face Confront thy King, 
Or Tempt the Vengeance of a waking Deity ? 
Art. When Kings are Caſt in Molds Divine, 
We find their Actions Grearand Pitiful: . | 
Pity's the Noblcſt Compoſition. of a God. 


_—_ 


Ca -. 
Bat thou haſt none ! No ſoft Compaſſion ever toucht thee. Faye 
Tygers and Wolves, to thee, are tame !. ce here, , [The Handkerchief. - | 
The ruful Flag proclaims thee worfe than Tyrant :  * NT 
Or if a nearer Name can reach thee—— "Devil! | 
Xer. Traytor | has 
Art. From any Mouth bur thine, wou'd ſhock my S6ut: 
Or if I am a Traytor, by 
Exn thoſe juſt Powers that-gave me Vertue, 
When they behold che Wrongs that rais'd my Arm, 
Will ſureaallow, I was not prompt to Ill, 
Not eaſily diſloyal—— My Vertue did. its part: 
If held, ir ſtruggled ſtoutly to be rame. © 
But here's a Force would break the ſtrongeſt Hold; 
And turn ev'n Pity ro Revenge and Rage. 
If yet the Horrour of the Deed 
Has left thee Temper, ſpeak ! -Whar had the poor 
Tamirs done, to merit ſuch a Death > 
Why haſt thou kill d—— ; 
The tendreſt Mother, and the ſofteſt Wife 2 
Xey. But that I know to fay,' will gall thy Hearr, 
I'd ſparn thee, Traytor, for this bold Demand ; 
Daring to ask a Reaſon of thy Monarchs Will : 
Bur, as a God, to Thunder-ſtrike thy Soul, | 
I tell thee, Slave,: 'Whor'd her to a Dif-liking, | 
And then ſhe was unfit for Life : | 
Nor cou'd I brook to let her live for thee, « 
Afﬀer the Stamp of Royal Love was on-her. | 
Art. O ſavage ! bloody Tyrant !' The Horroutr of his Words : 
Has numm'd my Senſes, and drowns my weak Revenge in Tears. . 
Xer. . Now, By my Glorious Brother tn the Skies, 
My Words have more than Power of common Kings ; . 
They're ſomething near !- *'Tis 'Secon& Fare 
To ſtrike this hardy Soldier pale with Fear / * Sane 
He weeps ! he dies ! I've look'd him to a Ghoſt / pr 
Art. And art thou dead * Our Infant-Love for ever parted { © © © 
—-No more of Woman now /— Farewell ! | 
Nor need I this to dry my Tears, 
The Thirſt of Vengeance rages in my Blood, I 
And drinks 'em faſter than they flow rt mo; 3 
Hear, hear me, Gods ! Revenge your Heads prophan'd;, * [| XKzeebs... 
And as the Cauſe, the woeful Cauſe; is-yours, p | 
So from this Arm ( your not unwilling Inftrument)*_- Bb of 
Haurl fwift Deſtru&tion co the Tyrant's Heart .. = [ Ribng:: 
Xer.. Tlaugh at all that Fate 'can do-! Come on,” raſh'Fool!-- 0G 4 
And if thy Life's a Pain, ( as; fare, aRebel's'ought,)*- RAI.  - 
© Thus Hand to Hand oppoes'd, Death never t: þ THF OS: op Ss a3 £4 | 
A Nobler Form to face thee ——— F, SEE 
*'X #61817. S EDS IS BYAL 2 +. 
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(46) 

"Art. © Now, By the Sun's Refalgent Ray, - - 
1.meer thee worthy of my Rage. . . 
Oh ! 1 con'd thank thee that thy Blood's ſo high: -. 

That Manly Fury in thy Eyes tranſports. me! : 
I {cts the Noble Front of Honour in my View, 
And dna. 2" og; 4 F | F- | hos 
| | They figet ; and after ſume Paſſes, Kerxes fpeiiks. 
_ *Xer. Confuſion! How he dallies with:my. Fury. ! | 
::But thus I paur ir all at. once... I oo 
_Andcertain fend rhee tothe Shades. fi le 
Art. Ard thus the Gods re-pay theewonnnns _ , [Both fall, 
*Xer, *Furies! and Hell ! They've-ſtruck. me now: indeed ! 
'Bur if there be Hereafter, Il xeyenge ir (ill. 
Rebellion from the loweſt” Shades. hall: ride, 
And give 'em: freſh Alarms of War, 
More.gdreadful than their puny.Giants Rage : 
"The defperate Fiends;: by-met to Freedom. led, - 
Shall dafh their Chains againſt their-Cryſtal-Tow'rs, 
And ſhake their Heav'n to Horrour-{-——so Qh1! Lam faiat ! 
My guſhing Blood flows inward to my Throat. 
And: drives.out Life beforeir! .Ha ! 'tis falſe ! 
I am not dying! No! I'm:weary of the Warkd, | | 
And pow will ſleep for ever /mommnnes . . | Dies: 
Art. When Lbehold-this Sight, I wiſh: to fallow thee : | 
#Dearh:cannot be more terrible ; 
'His Hand'is on me, and his Loaks:are:-mild. 
' To be n6 more, . is. now to be moſt happy. 
3 Oh, . for a Brjcnaly Witnels.of my Glory.!. .Hark ! 
- My Fortune's-kind,*I hear./emcoming ! 
| _ © Enter Maxdonius and: bis Party. 
*Oh'::welcome Friend ! My.Fellow-Soldiers, welcome ! 
--See there the Wounds of Perſia curd, -the-Tyrant's dead : 
'By me he fell, and poor Tamirs is reveng'd. 
. Ar. - Horrour on-Horrour! Thy Tamire lives! 
*And comes with eager Love to meet. thy Arms: 
gOh! rather had fhe died, -than.thus:to-mect thee ! 
Art. Whet means my Friend? Tamira living ? - 
. Mar. *Run!-Haſte, and tel her ofthis bloody Chance! 
*TF ſhe:would ſee her Husband, ſhe mult fly. [ Exit @ Soldjer. 
Alas, *my Friend! 7That Gary Handkercher | 
Was onfy;by;the Tyrant thrown to gall thee: 
Thy poor Tamira-lives! This Moment:dragg'd along 
:By the rude Rabble, I redeem'd: her fafe. 
Kot hark! Azanthes brings heron! He faints! | 4 Trumpet at a diſtance. 
-O Cruel! Gods! can you.not lend one Hour , 
To a.departing Lover! 
Art. Grieve not for me!! Give'to my Wife-thy Tears ; 
:S$he'll need a Friends Compaſllion ; Let not hex Sorrows 


[4 Trumpet. 


'(For 


(47: T7 
(Forl know ſhe'll moura my Fall ) be deſperate : - 
Her little Infane will require ſome Care ; 
I.charge her, live for that— 
Commend me to her Heart, and let her know, 
My lateſt dying Words; and Thou 
Confeſt her Loving, more-than Li beloy'd—— [ Dies. 
Mar. He's gone! O Freedom dearly bought ! 
Unweleome Peace ! Withourthe Life-that gave it. 
But ſee, his frighred Widow comes! O mournful Thought !. 
Q pitcous Wo 
' ' » Exter my with Tamira:- She runs to the Bod 
Tam, Where ! where's my bleedingLord ?”. ant 
O give him to. my Arms! ' Hah !-— Speechleſs —_— Oh? | 
" Aranthes. Help ho ! ſhe ſinks ;. lets alirin her from 
Tam. Oh! we muſt never part 
Rar wich more Pain thin Bodies lofe their Souls. - 
Dear.Sir, for Pity's ſake oppoſe me-not-: - 
Ev'n in. your Eyes I read a Friend's Concern; 
But mine's a nearer Tye! a Wife ! © Alas ? 
I was his.Wife, his. terider Wife bdovid. 
Mar. Indeed, I pity thee : Bur;yer, call Realon: to thy Aid- 
Tam. Ah! Dol not, my Lord? Are hot my-Tears my Dury * - 
Have I not Cauſe to tear m Fleſh, to bleed, . 
Ahd daſh me on the Ground'tomw—y | 
Oh! cou'd thy Tears bur fall wers from Heav's; + 
This-difmal ObjeR, ſure, wou'd-drown-the-World.. 
Mar. Be turret fair Creature 4. z5 0 
Nothing is ours: Nature but lends psLife. | 
Since Death's a Debt that all muſtpay 
Tam. Since he is.dead, is there Seen lefe me? . 
Oh ! Tcou'd.out-weep the Southern Clouds! Away,.. 
And —— Room : Stand off? .. 
And let me:fill my Arms with. Woe:- [: Embracing. the Buy: 
Grudge me not this !- This Eaſe of: Miſerp indole d;. 
Ler mie but talk a while, and. 
His"cold, unfeelin Lips, and. you ſhallfee me quiet; ; . 
Hufh'd.as the Crai le-Babe, * | 
When chidden by its angry Parent-to-a Slumber. . . Pegs: over bins 
Aran: Give her her Way, my Lord: '- 
Her Grief {wells higher when oppos'd. . 
Mar. By Heav'n, this ſtubborn. Hearty chat: has, unmov < 
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Walk'd by 
At this ar” M hc is. melted down to Women 

Tam... {— Who'sthar,. weeps ſo loud !— You Al wake Tip Lord!*! 
He is not wel he flumbers, and.a cold, 


Damp Swear. is on his Browl.O.mmy poor Love!-. 
. Hark !' hark ! He. calls me 4rhis Sleep !-He chides +. 
Ag Fg wee, and fear co follow him}. 


/ 


What means jos 


Friendly ws 
It looks nor, fur 


as if the Han of Chance, -- - 

But Love, had lai my Woes! :. | 

———[is fo! ond; Love applics-it - here! | 
PE | ——{Sle {ike os ſelf with: her Huchand «Savard, | 
Aran, O fatal Deed! : 31g 4 #1 | 
ar. O raſh Deſpair.!.-. :-; &- 
Tam, Call ir!ndu traſt; when. etch 's tack as i in Death, © 

But Death, alas !- is never wholly kind , 

For tho' I'm pleas'd rorhink I -hadmnor. 'Power: T0. 

T ont-live my Lord,: yet,” Oh45ir grieyes. my Heatr: .4.2926 8 xt 

Thar I haye'rdbb'd an Infant of. its ;Morker, : 4 xm yi 3194 av 0 

Oh ! be a Friend r9 that:; -and-teach. him, - SET 27 + 05H, age 

To keep the Middle-Paths of Active Life, - TEL +# 

When wild Ambition, or tg0;pawerful Love, : 

With eager Hear would drive him blindly-on-; 3-36 9k 

Be kind, and warn him with his Parents Ruin. | { Dies.. 
Mar. There broke | 

The rend'reſt Heart thar ever figh'd in Love: 

But Love was.her Undoing ; for once, 

In wild Revenge, to:right: her Love betray'd, 

She ſtruck a Ponyard to the Villain Memnon's Heart. 

The Gods have frown'd ; bur Men muſt.pity.her : 

Nay, Heav'n but half. teſents-her Fault, gives her 

A kind, a not untimely Death : 'Twas then 

Too late 69 live, when all ſhe lov'd was gone. 

Remove the Bodies, never more to'part 2 - 

Living, one Chaſte Bed ; now one Grave ſhall hold” em. 

But here, the Gods with Terrour, ſtrike Mankind. [Tirning ro s Xerxes: 

L=t Kings and jarring Subjects hence be watn'd, | ) 

Not to oppreſs, or drive Revenge too.fat :- | 9 fn 

Kings are:but Men, and Men by Nature err ; 2 

Subjects are Men, and cannot always bear. 

Much ſhou'd be born before Revenge is ſought : 

Ever Revenge on Kings is dearly;bought. . _ 

Yer, to our Woes, the Gods this Gomfort give ; 

From thoſe thardie, the Livioglearn to. live. 
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' His MAJESTYs Servants... # 
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